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Sir GEORGE ETHEREGE. 
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F Is gentleman, ſo remarkable for his wit and gal- 
1 lantry, flouriſhed in the reigns of Charles II. and 
James II. He was deſcended from a very good and an- 


cient family in Oxfordſhire, and was born about the year 


1636. It is ſuppoſed that he received the early parts of 
his education at the univerſity of Cambridge, tho? it does 
not appear that he made any long reſidence there; an in- 
clinat ion for ſeeing the world having led him to 'travel 
into France when he was very young. On his return, he 


for ſome time ſtudied the municipal laws of this kingdom - 


at one of the Inns of Court; but finding that kiad of 


ſtudy too heavy for his volatile and aity diſpoſition, and 


conſequently 2 70 but little progreſs in it, he ſoon 
quitted it for pleaſure and the purſuit of gayer accom- 
pliſhments; to which he was fo immoderately addicted, 
that he gave but little application to the belles lettres: 


and as he had tco feu incitements from neceſſity, he pro- 


duced no more than three dramatic pieces, viz. Love in 4 


4 


oo 


- 


Tub, She won d if Jhe cou'd, and The Man of Mode"; 


' which flaſt is perhaps the moſt elegant comedy, and con- 


tains more of the real menners of high life than any one 
the Engliſh ſtage was ever adorned with. This piece he 


has dedicated to the beautiful Ducheſs of York, in whoſe 


; ervice he then was, and who had ſo high à regard for 
e LS LF] eee f 1 * © | 2 
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iv THE LIFE, Oc. 


him, that when, on the acceſſion of King James IT, ſhe 
came to be queen, ſhe procured his being ſent ambaſſador 
ficſt to Hamburgh, and afterwards to Ratiſbon, where he 
continued till after his Majeſty quitted this kingdom. 
Our author was addicted to certain gay extravagancies, 
ſuch as gaming, and a moſt unbounded indulgence in wine 
| and women; and as by the latter of theſe intemperancies 
he had greatly damaged his countenance, (for otherwiſe 
4 he was a handſome man, being fair, ſlender, and genteel), 
wy ſo by the former he had greatly impaired his fortune; to 
3] retrieve which he paid his addreſſes to a rich widow; but 
| ſhe being an ambitious woman, had determined not to 
condeſcend to a marriage with any man who could not 
© | beſtow a title on her, on which account he was obliged 
to purchaſe a knighthood, It does not appear whether 
he had any iſſue by this lady; but by Mrs Barry the ac- 
treſs, with whom he lived for ſome time, he had one 
daughter, on whom he ſettled a fortune of 5 or 6000 l.; ; 
ſhe, however, died very young. Ron wine "2 
| None of the writers have exactly fixed the period of ; 
Sir George's death, though all ſeem to place it not long 
after the revolution. Some ſay that on that great event x 
e 


y_ 


he followed his maſter King James into France, and died 
there: but the authors of the Biagraphia Britannica 
mention a report that he came to an untimely death, by 
an unlucky accident, at Ratiſbon ; for that, after having 
treated ſome company with a liberal entertainment at bis 
houſe there, where he bad taken his glaſs too freely, and : 
being, thro' his great complaiſance, too forward in wait- k 
ing on his gueſts at their departure, fluſhed. as be was, he | 
tumbled down ftairs, and broke his neck, and ſo fell a 


martyr to jollity and civility. 1 3 
As a writer, Sir George Etherege certainly was born 7 
a poet, and ſeemsto have been poſſeſſed of a genius whoſe 

vivacity needed oo cultivation; for we haye no proofs of 2 


bis having been a ſcholar. His works have not, however, 
| eſcaped cenſure, on account of that licentiouſoeſs which 
in the general runs thro' them, which renders them dau- 1 
| gerous to young unguarded minds, and the more ſo for 1. 
the liyely and genuine wit with which it is gilded over, g 
and which has therefore juſtly baniſhed them from the th 
- Purity of the preſent ſage. e 
1 O 
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Her ROYAL HIGHNESS, the, 


5 0 H E 8 8. 
5 


Manan, 


1 however they may be modeſt otherwiſe, 
have always too good an opinion of what they write. 
The world, wherrit ſees this play dedicated to your Roy- 
al Highneſs, will conclude I have more than my ſhare 
of that vanity : but I hope the honour I have of belong- 
ing to you, will excuſe my preſumption. Tis the firſt 
thing I have produced in your ſervice, and my duty obli- 
ges me to what my choice durſt not elſe have aſpired to. 

I am very ſenſible, Madam, how much it is beholden 
to your indulgence, for the ſucceſs it had in the acting; 
and your protection will be no leſs fortunate to it in the 
printing: for all are ſo ambitious of making their court | 
to you, that none can be ſevere to what you are pleaſed 
to favour, | 

This univerſal ſubmiſſion and reſpe& is due to the 
greatneſs of your rank and birth; but you have other 
illuſtrious qualities, which are much more engaging, 
Thoſe would but dazzle, did not theſe really charm the 
eyes and underſtandings of all who have the happineſs to 
approach you, 

Authors, on theſe occafions, are never wanting to 
publiſh a articular of their patron's virtues and perfec- 


tions ; but your Royal Highneſs's are ſo eminently 
known, that, did I follow their examples, I ſhould but 
paint thoſe wonders here, of which every one already has 
the idea in his mind. 2 I do not think it proper 

8 ney: 
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to aim at that in proſe, which is ſo glorious a ſubje& for 


. verſe; in which hereafter, if I ſhew more zeal than ſkill, 


it will not-grieve me much, ſince I leſs paſhonately deſire 
to be eſteemed a poet, than to be thought, 


Mapan, 


* Tour Royal Highneſi's 


Moſt humble, moſt obedient, 
and moſt faithful ſervant, 


© GEORGE ETHEREGE. 
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By Sir CAR. Scxroor, Baronet, 


LIKE dancers on the ropes poor poets fare, 


i Moſt periſh young, the reſt in danger are; 


This (one wou'd think) ſhou'd make our authors awary, 
But, gameſter-like, the giddy fools miſcarry. 

A lucky hand or tw» fo tempts em on, 

They cannot leave ff play till they're undone. 


With modeſt fears a muſe does firſt 72 


ike a young wench newly entic'd to iu: 

But ticild once with praiſe, by her good will, 

The wanton fool wou'd never more lie ſtill. 

"Tis an old miſtreſs you'll meet here to-night, 

Whoſe charms you once have look'd on with delight ; 

But now of late ſuch dirty drabs have known ye, 

A Muſe of th' better fort aſham'd to own ye. | 

Nature well drawn, and wit, muſt now give place 

To gaudy nonſenſe, and to dull grimacè: he 

Nor is it ſtrange that you ſhau d like ſo much 

That kind of wit, for moſt of yours is ſuch. 

But I'm afraid, that while to France we go, | 
bring you home fine dreſſes, dance arid ſhow, 5 

The ſtage, like you, will but more foppiſbb grow, 

Of foreign wares why ſhou'd we fetch the ſcum, 

When ave can be fo richly ſerv'd at home ? 

For Heav'n be thank'd 'tis not ſo wiſe an age, 

But your own fillies may ſupply the ſtage. 

Tho” often plow'd, there's no great fear the ſoil 

Shou'd barren grow by the too frequent toil ; 

IWhile at your doors are to be daily ſound 

Such loads of dunghill to manure the ground. 


*Tis by your follies that we Players thrive, 


As the phyſicians thy diſeaſes live. 


And as each year ſome new diſtemper reigns, 


4 Whoſe friendly poiſon helps t increaſe their gains: 


So, among you, there ſtarts up every day, 

Some new unheard-of fool for us to play. 

Then for your own ſakes be not too ſevere, 

Nor what you all admire at home, damn here. 

Since each is fend of his own ugly face, 

Why ſhou'd you, when we hold it, break the glaſs ? 
| | A 2 ] 


Sir FortingG FLuTTER, 


Dramatis Perſonae, 


Mr DORIMANT, 4 
Mr MepLey, 


Old BerLLaik, Gentlemen. 


Young BBLLAIR, 


Mr SuiRk, a Parſon. 
A SHOEMAKER. 
Three flovenly Bullies. 
Two Chairmen, 


Handy, a Valet de Chambre. 


Lady TownLer, . 
EmiL14, | | 
—— 1  Gentlewomen, 
Lady Woopvir, 
HarRiET, her daughter, | 
— — | Waiting - women. 
An Orange - woman. 
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- A dreſing-room, a table covered with a toilet, clothes | 
| | laid ready. 


Enter Dok iuANr in his gown and flippers, with a ns 
in his hand made up, repeating verſes. 


* 


Doki MAx r. 


N OW for fame ages had the pride of Spain, 
ö Made the ſun ſhine on half the world in vain. 
[Then looking en the note. For Mrs Loveit; 
What a dull infapid thing is a billet-doux written in cold 
blood, after the heat of the buſineſs is over! It is a tax up- 
on good nature, which I have here been labouring to pay, 
and have done it, but with as much regret, as ever fana- 
tic paid the royal aid, or church-duties, *Twill bave 
the ſame fate, I know, that all my notes to her have had 
of late; 'twill not be thought kind enough. Faith wo- 
men are i' the right, when they jealouſly examine our 
letters, for in them we always firſt diſcover our decay of 
paſhon.——Hey !—who waits? 


50 


Enter Handy. 

Han. Sir. | 
Dor. Call a footman. 

Han. None of 'em are come yet, 


A 3 | Dor. 
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Dor. Dogs ! will they ever lie ſnoring a-bed till noon? 

Han. Tis all one, Sit; if they're up, you indulge em 
ſo, they're ever poaching after whores all the morning. 

Dor. Take notice henceforward who's wanting in his 
duty; the next clap he gets, he ſhall rot for an example, 
What vermin are theſe chattering without? 

Han, Foggy Nan the orange-woman, and ſwearing 
Tom the ſhoemaker. 


Dor, Go, call in that overgrown jade with the flaſket 


of guts before her; fruit is refreſhing in a morning, 


It is not that T love you ler, 
Than when before your feet I lay. 


Enter aro 


How \now, double tripe, what news do you bring ? 


' Or.-awom. News ! here's the beſt fruit has come to 


town t'year ; gad I was up before four o'clock this mor- 
ning, and bought all the choice i' the market. 

Dor. The naſty refuſe of your ſhop. 

Or.-wom. You need not make mouths at it, I aſſure 


vou tis all cull'd ware. 


Dor. The citizens buy better on a holiday in their 
walk to Totnam. 

Or.-wom. Good or bad, *tis all one, I never knew you 
commend any thing. Lord! wou'd the ladies had heard 
you talk of em as I have done. Here, bid your man give 
me an angel. [ Sets down The fruit. 

Dor Give the bawd her fruit again. 

Or.-wom. Well, on my conſcience, there never was the 
Jike of you. God's my life! I had almoſt forgot to tell 
you, there is a young gentlewoman lately come to town 
with her mother, that is ſo taken with you. 

Dor. Is the handſome ? 

Or.-wom. Nay, gad there are few finer women, I tell 
you but fo, and a hugeous fortune they ſay, Here, eat 
ibis peach; it comes from the ſtone ; tis better than any 


- Newington y'have taſted. 


Dor. This fine woman, I'II lay my life, Taking the 
peach. ] is ſome aukward, ill-faſſion'd, country 4 
c who, 


© ar [Exit Handy. 
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who, not having above four dozen black hairs on her 
head, has adorn'd her baldneſs with a large white fruz, 
that ſhe may look ſparkiſhly in the fore front of the 


1 King's box, at an old play. 


Or.- om. Gad, you'd change your note quickly, if 


4 you did but ſee her, 


Dor. How came ſhe to know me ? 

Or.-wom. She ſaw you yeſterday at the Change; ſhe 
told me you came and fool'd with the woman at the next 
ſhop. : 

Dor. I remember there was a maſk obſery'd me in- 
degd. Fool'd ! did ſhe ſay ? 

Or.-wom. Ay, 1 vow, ſhe told me twenty things you 
faid too; and acted with her head and with her body, ſo, 
you | 


Enter MeDLE 


Med. Dorimant! my life, my joy, my darling fin } 
How doſt thou do? 

Or.-wom. Lord, what a filthy trick theſe men have 
got of kiſſhg one another | [ She ſpitr. 

Med. Why do you ſuffer this cart load of ſcandal to 
come near you, and make your neighbours think you ſo 
improvident to need a bawd ? 

Or. - . Good, now we ſhall have it, you did but 
want him to help you ; come, pay me for my fruit. 

Med. Make us thankful for it. Huſwife, bawds are 
as much out of faſhion as gentlemen uſhers ; none but 
old formal ladies uſe the one, and none but foppiſh old 
ſtrangers employ the other; go, you are an inſignificant 
brandy bottle. ge? | | 

Dor. Nay, there you wrong her; three quarts of ca- 
nary is her buſineſs. 

Or. aum. What you plzaſe, Gentlemen, 
Dor. To him, give him as good as he brings. 

Or.-wom, Hang him, there is not ſuch another hea» 
then in the town again, except the ſhoemaker without. 

Med. I ſhall ſee you hold up your hand at the bar next 
feſſions for murder, huſwife; that ſhoemaker can take 
his oath you are in fee with the doctors to ſell green fruit 
to the gentry, that the crudities may breed diſeaſes. 

288 | | Or.-woms 
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Or.-wom. Pray give me my money. 
Dor. Not a penny; when you bring the deiewoman F 
hither you ſpoke of, you ſhall be paid. i 
Or.-wom. The gentlewoman ! the gentlewoman may 


be as honeſt as your ſiſter, for ought as I know, Pray, 


pay me, Mr Dorimant, and do not abuſe me ſo; I have 
an honeſter way of living, you know it. | 

Med. Was there ever ſuch a reſty bawd ? | 

Dor. Some jade” s tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes a | 
mends when ſhe's in good humour: come, tell me the 
lady's name, and Handy ſhall pay you. 

Or.-wm. I muſt not, ſhe forbade me. 

Dor. That's a ſure ſign ſhe wou'd have you, 

Med. Where does ſhe live ? 

Or.-wom. They lodge at my houſe. X 

Med. Nay, then ſhe's in a hopeful way, 

Or.-wom. Good Mr Medley, ſay your pleaſure of me, 
but take heed how you affront my houſe ; God's my life, 
in a hopeful way! 

Dor. Pr'ythee peace, what ſort of woman's the mo- 
ther ? 

Or. -m. A goodly grave gentlewoman, Lord ! how 
ſhe talks againſt the wild young men o' the town; as for 

your part ſhe thinks you an arrant devil; ſhou'd ſhe ſee 

you, on my conſcience ſhe wou'd _ if you had not a 
cloven foot. 

Der. Does ſhe know me? | | 

Or. om. Only by hearſay ; a thouſand horrid tories 
have been told her of you, and ſhe believes 'em all, 

Med. By the character, this ſhou'd be the famous La- 
dy Woodvil, and her daughter Harriet, 

Or.-wom. The devil's in him for gueſſing, I think, 

Dor. Do you kaow em? 

Med. Both very well; the mother's a great admirer , 
of the forms and civility of the laſt age. | 
Dor. An antiquated beauty may be allow'd to be out 
of humour at the freedoms of the preſent. This is | 
good det of the mother; pray what is the Wu”. 2 

Med. Why, firſt ſhe's an heireſs wry rich. , 

Dor. And handſome ? 
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Med. What alteration a twelvemonth may have bred 
in her I know not, but a year ago ſhe was the beautifulleſt 
creature I ever ſaw; a fine, eaſy, clean ſhape, light 
brown hair in abundance ; her features regular, her com- 
plexion clear and lively, Jarge wanton eyes; but above 
all, a mouth that has made me kiſs it a thouſand times in 
imagination; teeth white and even, and pretty pouting 
lips, with a little moiſture ever hanging on them, t 
Jook like the Provence roſe, freſh on the bluſh, ere the 
marnng ſun has quite drawn up the dew. | 

Dor. Rapture, mere rapture ! 

Or.-Wom, Nay, gad, he tells you true, ſhe' 8 adelicat 


Creature. 


Dor. Has ſhe wit? 

Med. More than is uſual in her ſex, and as much ma- 
lice. Then ſhe's as wild as you wou'd wiſh her, and has 
a demureneſs in her looks that makes it ſo ſurprifing, 

Dor. Fleſh and blood cannot hear this and not long to 
know her, 

Med. I wonder what makes her mother bring her up 
to town; an old doating keeper cannot be more jealous 
of his miſtreſs, 

Or.-Wom. She made me laugh yeſterday ; there was a 


judge came to vifit em, and the old man, ſhe told me, 


did ſo ſtare upon her, and when he ſaluted her, ſmack'd 
ſo heartily ; who wou'd think it of 'em ? 

Med. God-a-mercy, judge! 

Dor. Do em right, the gentlemen of the long robe 
have not been wanting by their good examples to coun- 


tenance the crying ſin of the nation. 


Med. Come, on with your trappings, tis later than 
you imagine. 

Dor. Call in the ſhoemaker, Handy. 

Or.-Wom, Good Mr Dorimant, pay me; gad, I bad 
rather give you my fruit, than ſtay to be abus 'd by thgt 
foul-mouth'd rogue: what you gentlemen ſay it matters 
not much, but ſuch a dirty fellow does one more diſgrace, 

Dor. Give her ten ſhillings ; and be ſure you tell the 
young gentlewoman I muſt be acquainted with her. 

— „ Men 
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Or.-Worz, Now do you long to be tempting this pretty | 


ereature. | Well, heavens mend you, 
Med, Farewell, bogg.—[ Exit Or. -Wom, and Handy. 


Dorimwnr, when did you fee your Pir-aller, as you call 


her, Mrs Lovett ? 
Dor. Not theſe two days. | 
Med. And how ſtand affairs between you? 


> Dor; there has been great patching of late, much ado a 


we make a ſhift to hang together. 
Med. I wonder how her mighty ſpirit bears it. 


Dor. Il] enough on all conſcience; I never knew ſo | 


violent a creature. 


Med. She's the moſt 1 in her loom! and the 
moſt extavagant in her jealouſy, of W. woman I ever 


heard of. at note is that? 

Dor. An excuſe I am going to ſend her for the negledt 

I am guilty of. 

- Med. Pr'ythee read it. | 
Dor. No, but if you will take the pains, you may. | 


Me DLEY reads. 


ec I never was a lover of buſineſs, but now I have” a 
« juſt reaſon to hate it, ſince it has kept me theſe two 
« days from ſeeing you, I intend to wait upop you in 
e theafteroon, and in the pleaſure of your converſa- 
te tion, forget all T have ſuffer'd during this tedious ab- 
& ſence,” 
This buſineſs of yours, Dorimant, has been with a vizard 
at the playhouſe : 1 have had an eye on you. If ſome 
malicious body ſhould betray you, this kind note wou'd 
hardly make your peace with her. ie hoy 
Dor. I deſire no better. , 
| Med. Why, wou'd her knowledge of it oblige you ? 
Dor. Moſt infinitely; next to the coming to a good 
underſtanding with a new miſtreſs, I love a quarrel with 
an old one ; but the devil's in't, there has been ſuch a 
calm in my affairs of late, I have not had the pleaſure of 
making a woman ſo much as break her fan to be lulen, 
or forſwear herſelf theſe three days. 


Med. A very great misfortune ! Let me ſee, 1 iure 
8 miſchief 


er: 
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miſchief well enough, to forward this buſineſs myſelf ; 
I'll about it preſently; and though I know the truth of 
what you've done will ſet her a raving, I'll heightentit 
a little with invention, leave her in a fir o' the mother, 


and be here again before you're ready, 


Dor. Pray ſtay, you may ſave yourſelf the labour; 
the buſineſs is undertaken already by one wha will ma- 
nage it with as much addreſs, and 1 think with a little. 
more malice than you can. 

Med. Who i' the devil's name, can this be? 

Dor. Why, the vizard ; that very vin ede you ſaw me 
with, | | 

Med, Does ſhe love miſchief ſo well, as to betray her- 
ſelf to ſpite another ? S 

Dor. Not ſo neither, Medley. I will Ts com- 
prehend the myſtery. This maſk, for a farther confir- 
mation of what I have been theſe two days ſwearing to 
her, made me yeſterday at the playhouſe make her a_ 
promiſe before her face, utterly to break off with Love- 
it; and becauſe ſhe tenders my reputation, and would 
not have me do a barbarous thing, has contriv'd: a way 
to give me a handſome occaſion, 5 Y 

Med. Very good. | * 

Dor. She intends, about an hour before me, this a 
ternoon to make Loveit a viſit, and (having the privi- 
lege, by reaſon of a profeſs'd friendſhip between em) to 
talk of ber concerns. 

Med. Is the a friend? 
Dor. Oh, an intimate friend! 
Med. Better and better: pray proceed. | 

Dor. She means inſenſibly to inſinuate a diſcourſe of; 
me, and artificially raiſe your jealouſy to ſuch a height, 
that, tranſported with the firſt motions of her paſhon, | 
ſhe ſhall fly upon me with all the fury imaginable, as ſoon: 
as ever [ enter ; the quarrel being thus happily begun, I. 
am to play my part, confeſs and juſtify all my roguery, 
ſwear her impertinence and ill humour makes her intole- 
rable, tax her with the next fop that comes into my 
head, and in a huff march away; flight her, and leave 
her to be taken by whoſoever thinks it worth his time to 
lie down before her, | . 

f A E Med. 
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Med. This vizard is a ſpark, and has a genius that 
makes her worthy of yourſelf, Dorimant. 


Enter Handy, SHOEMAKER, and ee 


Dor. You rogue there, who ſneak like a dog that has 
fung down a diſh; if you do not mend your waiting I'll 7 
uncaſe you, and turn you looſe to the wheel of fortune. 
Handy, ſeal this, and let him run with it preſently. * 
[Exit Handy and Footman, | 
ed. Since you re reſolv d on a quarrel, why do you 
Tend her this kind note ? [ 
Dor. To keep her at home in order to the buſineſs, 
| — now, you drunken ſot? [To the Shoemaker. 
Shoem, *Sbud, you have no reaſon to talk, I have not 
had a bottle of ſack of yours in my belly this fortnight. 
Med. The Orange-woman ſays, your neighbours take 
notice what a heathen you are, and deſign to inform the 
biſhop, and have you burnt for an Atheiſt, 
$hoem, Damo her, dunghill ! if her huſband does not 
remove her, ſhe ſtinks ſo, the pariſh intend to indi him 
for a nuiſance. - 
f Med. I adviſe you like a friend, reform your life ; 
15 you have brought the envy of the world upon you, by 
Wl living above yourſelf. Whoring and ſwearing are vices 
[M too genteel for a ſhoemaker. 


|: Shoem. *Sbud, I think you men of quality will grow 

N as unreaſonable as the women: you would ingroſs the © 
it fins o* the nation. Poor folks can no ſooner be wicked, 

1 but they're rail'd at by their betters. Th 
th Dor. Sirrah, I'll have you ſtand in the pllory for 

10 this libel. 


- « Shoem. Some of you deſerve it, I'm ſure; there are 
ſo many of em, that our journeymen, now-a-days, in- 
ſtead of þarmleſs ballads, ſing nothing but your damn'd 
- Jampoons. 

Dor. Our lampoons, you rogue? 

-Shoem. Nay, good maſter, why ſhould not you \ write 
your own commentaries, as well as Cæſar? 

Med. The raſcal's read, I perceive. 

Sboem. You know the old proverb, ale and biftory. 

Dor. Draw on my ſhoes, ſirrah. 


' Shoem. Here's a ſhoe! | * 
2 Der ' 


gTY 


L Aa 1. Sir FOPLING FLUTTER ty 


1 Dor. Sits with more wrinkles than chere are in an 


angry bully's forehead. 8 . 
F Sheen. Sbud, as ſmooth as your miſtreſs's ſin does 
upon her; ſo, ftrike your foot in home. *Sbud, if e'er 


ga a monſieur of em all make more faſhionable ware, I'll 
be content to have my ears whipp'd off with my own pa- 
Eo ring-knife, | - 

Med. And ſerv'd up in a ragout, inſtead of coxcombs, 
n. 


to a company of French ſhoemakers, for a collation. 
ou | Shoem. Hold, hold, damn em, caterpillars, let 'em 
feed upon cabbage. Come, Maſter, your health this 


ſs, morning next my beart now. | 8 

er. Dor. Go, get you home, and govern your family bet- 

ot ter; do not let your wife follow you to the alehouſe, 

* beat your whore. and lead you home in triumpg. 

ke  Shoem. Sbud, there's never a man i' the town lives 

he more like a gentleman with his wife than I do. I never 
mind her motions, ſhe never enquires into mine: we 


ſpeak to one another. civilly, hate one another heartily, 
im and becauſe 'tis vulgar to lie and ſoak together, we have 
each of us our ſeveral ſettle-bed, | | | 
e; | Dor. Give him half acrown. . 

by Med. Not without he will promiſe to be blood 
des drunk. ait 

Shoem. Tope's the word i' the eye of the world, for 


OW |} my maſter's honour, Robin, | | 

the | Dor. Do not debauch my ſervants, Sirrah. | 
ed, | Shoem, I only tip him the wink; he knows an ale- 
3 houſe from a hovil. LExit Shoem, 


Dor. My clothes, quickly. 
Med. Where ſhall we dine to-day ? Sy 
wi Dor. Where you will; here comes a good third-man, 


Enter Young BEIIAIE. | 


Y. Bel. Your ſervant, Gentlemen. 

Med. Gentle Sir, how will you anſwer this viſit to 
your honourable miſtreſs ? *Tis not her intereſt you 
ſhould keep company with men of ſenſe, who will be 
king re- ſon. | Arn 
T. Bel. 1 do not fear her pardon, do you but grant 
ne yours, for my negle of late, | 

B Med. 


& 


rite 


2 


Dor ' 
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Mad. Tho' you've made us miſerable by the want of | 
your good company; to ſhew ydu 1 am free from all re- 
ſentment, may the beautiful caaſe of our misfortune give | 
you all the joys happy lovers have ſhar'd ever ſince the 
world began. 4; 
F. Bel, You wiſh me in heav'n, but you believe me 

| on my journey to hell, | x Nee 
| Med. You have a good ſtrong faith, and that may 
| contribute much towards your ſalvation. I confeſs I am 
| but of an untoward conftitution, apt to have doubts 

and fſcruples, and in love they are no leſs diftratinp 
| than in religion; were I ſo near marriage, I ſhould * 

14 cry out by fits as I rid in my coach, Cuckold, cuckold, 

[ with no leſs fury than the mad fanatic does Glory in 
| 


* % * OI " NN 
CE > 


Bethlem. 5 5 | 
T. Bel. Becauſe religion makes ſome run mad, muſt I | 
live an atheiſt ? | 
Med. Is it not great indifcretion for a man of credit, 
Who may have money enough on his word, to go and 
| deal with Jews, who for little ſums make men enter into 
| bonds, and give judgments ? | | 
a! Y. Bel. Preach no more on this text; I am determin'd, 
und there is nd hope of my converſion. 
Dor. Leave your unneceſſary fiddling; a waſp that's 
| buzzing/ about a man's noſe at dinner, is not more ttou- 
bleſome than thou art. | 
. [To Handy, auh is fiddling about him. 
0 Hun. You love to have your clothes hang juſt, Sir. 
IN Dor. I love to be well dreſs'd, Sir; and think it no 
0 ſcandal to my underſtanding. | 
jj Han, Will you uſe the eſſence, or orange - flower 
10 Dor. I will ſmell, as I do to- day, no offence to the la- 
4 dies noſes. = ; : 
"1 Han. Your pleaſure, Sir. | 
| Dor. That a man's excellency ſhould lie in neatly" ty- 
ing of a fibbind, or a cravat ! How careful's Nature in 
Furniſhing the world with neceſſary coxcombs? 
F. Bel. That's a mighty pretty ſuit of yours, Dori 
mant. . 
Dor. Jam glad 't has your approbation. 


2. “/ 


I. Haar Sir -FOPEING FLUTTER, wg 
of T. Bel. No mas in town. bas a better faney in bis 


re · clothes than you have. 4 

ive Dor, You will make me have an opinion of my genius. 

the 7 Med. bere is a great critic, I hear, in vole e 
2 lately artiv d piping hot from Paris. . 

me 7. Bel, Sir Fopling Flutter, you mean. 

Med. The ſame. | 

nay ff . Bel. He thinks bimſelf the pattern of nk gal- 

am ? lantry. N 

abts ] Dor. He is indeed the pattern of modern foppery. 

ung Med. He was yeſterday at the play, with a pair of 

ld | gloves up to his elbows, and a periuig more. exaQly wy # 

old, than a lady's head newly dreſs'd for a ball. 

y in 1 Y. Bel. What a pretty liſp he has ! 

Dor. Ho! that he affects in imitation of the people of 
iſt I quality in France. 

Meg. His head ſtands for the moſt part on one ide, 
edit, and his looks are. more languiſhing than a lady's, when ths 
and lolle at ſtretch in her coach. or leans, hex, head caxeleſslʒ 
into againſt the ſide of a box i' the playhouſe. | 

Dor. He is a perſon indeed of great acquir'd follies. 

in'd, # Med. He is like many others, beholden to his educa- 

tion for making him ſo, eminent a coxcomb.; many a fool 
hat's had been loſt to the world, had their indulgent parents 
tou- © wiſely beſtow'd neither learning nor good breeding on 

'em. 

him. 4 el. He has been, as the ſparkiſh word i is, briſk 
ir. ladies already; he was yeſterday at my aun 
it no — gave rs Loveit a catalogue of his goo, 

qualities, ueder-the character of a complete gentleman, 
Dower who, head to Sir Fopling, poght to dreſs well, dance 
1 well, fence well, have a genius for love- letters, an agree: 
he la - able voice for a chamber, be very amorous, ſomething 

diſcreet, but not over conſtant. 


lad. Pretty ingredients to make an e, Pere 


1 


ſon! 


Dor. I am glad he pitch'd upon Loy 
T. Bel. How ſo? 2 dae. 


Dor. L wanted a fop to lay ta her charge, and this is 
as 35 as may be. 


Bel. 1 am coofident 55. res no man but yu. 
81 | Dor. 
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Dor. The good fortune were enough to make me vain, | 
>, ut that I am in my nature modeſt. | 
T. Bel. Hark you, Dorimant ; with — leave, Mr 


Medley ; tis only a ſecret concerning a fair lady. 


Med. Your good breeding, Sir, gives you too much 
trouble; you might have whiſper'd without all this cere- | 


mony 
7. Bel. How ftand your affairs with Belinda of late? 


[To Nota. | 


Der. She's a little jilting baggage. 


T. Bel. Nay, I believe her falſe enough, but ſhe's ne'er | 
| the worſe for your purpoſe ; ſhe was with you yeſterday 


in a diſguiſe at the play. 

Dor. There we fell out, and reſoly'd never to ſpeak 
to one another more, 

Y. Bel. 'The occaſion ? 

Dor. Want of courage to meet me at the place ap- 
egen. Theſe young women apprehend loving, as much 
as the young men do fighting at firſt; but once aer u 
* them too, they all turn bullies ſtraight. | 


Enter HANDY to BELLAIR. 


Han. Sir, your man without defires to ſpeak with you. 

YT. Bel. Gentlemen, 1'l] return immediately. 

; [Exit Y, Bellair, 
Med. A very pretty fellow this. 
Dor. He's handſome, well bred, and by much the 

moſt tolerable of all the young men that do not abound 

in wit. 

Med. Ever well · dreſsd, always complaiſant, and ſel- 

8 impertinent; you and he are grown very intimate, 
ee. 

Dor. It is our mutual intereſt to be ſo ; it makes the 

women think the better of his undeſtanding ard judge 

more favourably of my reputation; it makes him paſs 

upon ſome for a man of very good ſenſe, and me upon o- 


thers for a very civil perſon. 
Med. What was that whiſper ? 
Dor. A thing which he wou'd fain have known, but 


1 did not think it fit to tell him it might have frighted 


him from his honourable intentions of marrying. 


Med. 


n 


* 
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Med. Emilia, give her ber dif, has the beſt reputa- 
tion of any young woman about. the town, who has beau- 


e | t enguah to provoke detraction; her carrig is unate a0 
| ected, her diſcourſe modeſt, not at all cenſorious;-ngr 0 
b pretending, like the counterfeits of the age. 34 


Dor. She's a diſcreet Rey L believe nothing a - a 
corrupt her but a huſband. 3 
8 Med. A huſband ? 
Dar. Yes, a buſband; I We known many wamen 
make a difficulty of loſing a maidenhead, _ have af 
terwards made none of a cuckold. 

Med. This, prudent conſideration, I am apt to think, 
has made you confirm poor” Bellair in Lan reſg» 
layan he has taken. 

Dor. Indeed the little hope I found there was of her, 
io the (tate ſhe was in, has made him, by my advice, 
contribute ſomething towards the changing of ber Fopdi- i 
tion. 


= 


im e 
Dear Bellair, by Heav' as I thought we had Joſt thes ; 
men in love are never to he retkon'd on when we wou'd 
* form a company. ä 
Y. Bel. Dorimant, I am undone, my man has brought 
the moſt ſurpriſing news i' the world. 0 
Dor. Some ſtrange mis fortune is hefall'n your loye. 
a F. Bel, My father came to town Jaſt aight, and ledges 4 
4 i' the very houſe where Emilia lies. 
Med. Does he know it is with her you are in love ?; : 
1. T. Bel. He knows ] love, but knows not whom, with- 
out ſome officiqus ſot has betray d me. 


„ Enter Young e | 


5 D r. Your aunt Townley is your confident, and fa 
1e vours the buſineſs. | 

ze Y. Bel. 1 do not apprehend any ill office from ber. L 
s have received a letter, in which Lam commanded by my 
yo father to meet him at my aunt's this afternoon ; he tells 


me farther he has made a niatch for me, and bids me 
reſolve to be obedient to his will, or expe& to bs diſin- 
it herited. | 
d Med. Now's your time, Bellair, never had leaks ſuck 


an br of giving a generous proof of his 22 7 


1 V2 B 3 T. Hel. 
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F. Bel. As how, I pray? 

Med. Why, hang an eſtate, marry Emilia out of hand, 
and provoke your father to do what he threatens ; ttis 
but deſpiſing a coach, humbling yourſelf to a pair of 
goloſhoes, being out of countenance when you meet your 
friends, pointed at and pitied wherever you go by all 
the amorous fops that know you, and your fame will be 
immortal. 

Y. Bel. I could find in my heart to reſolve not to mar- 
ry at all. 

Dor. Fy, fy ! that would ſpoil a good jeſt, and diſ- 


' appoint the well-natur'd town of an occahon of laughing 


At 7 | 
T. Bel. The ſtorm I have ſo long expected hangs o'er 
my head, and begins to pour down upon me; I am on 
the rack, and can have no reſt till I'm ſatisfied in ikke 
1 fear. Where do you dine? 

Dor. At Long” s, or Locket's. 

Med. At Long's let it be. 

T. Bel. I'll run and ſee Emilia, and inform eons 
dow matters ſtand ; if my misfortunes are not ſo great 
as to make me unfit for company, I'll be with you. 

[ Exit, Fu Bel, 


Enter a Foor MAN with a letter, 


Foot. Here's a letter, Sir. [To Dor. 


Dar. The ſuperſcription's right : For Mr Dorimant, 
Med. Let's ſee ; the very ſcrawl and ſpelling of a true - 
| bred whore. 

Dor. I know the hand; the ſtyle i is admirable, I af- 
ſure you. 


Med. Pr'ythee read it. 


Dorimant read,. 


« I told a you you dud not love me; if you dud, you 
« wou'd have ſeen me again ere now. I have no mony, 
* and am very mallicolly ; pray ſend me a guynie to fee 


« the operies. 
| „% Your ſervant to command, MorrLy.” 


Med. Pray let the whore have a favourable anſwer, 
that ſhe may ſpark it in a box, —_ do honour to her 
NT Ia 

| Dor: 
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Dor, She ſhall, and perk up i * the face of quality, Is 
the coach at door ? 
Han, You did not bid me ſend for i it, 
Der, Eternal blockheed ! [Handy efers to go out. 
Ha! fot Warn > 6% 
Han. Did you call me, Sir ? 
5 * 2 I hope you have no juſt exception to the name, 
ir! 
Han. I have ſenſe, Sir? 
Dor. Not ſo much as a fly in winter: How did 
you come, Medley ? 7 
Med. In a chair. 
Foot. You may have a hackneycoach, if 00 pleaſe, Sir. 
Dor. \I may ride the elephant, if I pleaſe, Sir; call 
another chair, and let my coach follow to Long's. 
Be ves Je great powers, &c. [Ex. Aging. 


40 T u. SCENE 1 
Enter my Lady Tow XIII and EIL IA. 


 TownLEyY. 


WAS afraid, Emilia, all had been diſcover'd. 
Emi. 1 tremble with the apprehenſion ſtill, 
La. Town. That my brother ſhou'd take lodgings i 
the very houſe where you lie ! 
Emi. Tas lucky we had timely notice to warn the 
people to be ſecret : he n to be a mighty good hu - 


mour'd old man. 


La. Town. He ever had a notable ſmerking way * 
him. 
Emi. He calls me rogue, tells me he can't abide me; 
and does fo be · pat me. | 

La. Town, On my word you bad WY in his 8 

Emi. He has been very inquiſitive, I am told, about 
my family, my reputation, and my fortune. 

La. Town. I am confident he does not i' the leaſt ſu- 
ſpect you are the woman his ſon's in love with. 

En. What ſhou'd make him then inform himſelf ſo 
particularly of me? 

La. Town. He was always of a very loving temper hin: 


/ 
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ſelf; it may be he bas a dotipg fit pon bim, who knows. 


1 
. 
' 


Emi. It cannot be. : F 


Enter Young Berta. 


* Town, Here comes my nephew. - Where did you 
leave your father ? 


Y. Bel. Writing a note within. Emilia, this 3 vi- 
ſit looks as if ſome kind jealouſy wou d aot ler you-reſt | 


at home. 

Emi. The knowledge I have of my rival gives me a 
little cauſe to fear your conſtan xp. 

Y, Bel. My conſtancy ! I vow 4 7PM 

Emi. Do not vow—Qur love is frail as as is our life, and 
full as little in our power; and are you ſure you ſhall 
out- live this day ? 

T. Bel. I am not, but when we are in a health, 
'twere an idle thing to fright ourſelves with the thoughts 
of ſudden death. 

La. Town. Pray what has paſs 4 between you and 
pour father i' the garden? 

F. Bel. He's firm in his "Taublda: tells me I muſt 
marry Mrs Harriet, or ſwears he'll marry himſelf, and 
diſinherit me. When I ſaw I co'd not prevail with bim 
to be more indulgent, I diſſembled an obedience to his 
will, which has compos'd his: paſſion, and will give us 
time, and I hope opporadaney to deceive him, . | 


Exnter Old Br II Aix, with a note in his band, 


La. Town. Peace, here he comes.“ 

Old Bel. Harry, take this, and let your man carry it 
for me to Mr Fourbes's chamber, my lawyer, i' the 
Temple. Neighbour, a-dod I am glad to ſee thee here. 
: [To Emilia,] Make much of her, Siſter, ſhe's one of the 
beſt of your acquaintance; I like her countenance and 
"her behaviour well, ſhe has a modeſty that i is not com- 
mon i' this age, a- dod, the hass. 

La. Town. I know her value, brother, and elteem her 
accordinyly. 

Old Bel. Adviſe her to wear a little en in her 


face, a- dod ſhe's too ſerious. 


L. Ti K. _ fault 1s very rr in a woah 
* E 
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melancholy beauty has her charms; I love a pretty 4. 
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Old Bel. Nay, a- dod, I like her ne'er the worſe : 


neſs in a face which varies now and then, ike changeable 
colours, into a fmile. - 

La. Town, Methinks you ſpeak very feelingly, —_ 
Cld Bel. IJ am but five and fifty, ſiſter, you know, an 
age not altogether inſenſible! Cheer up, ſweet heart, 
LTe Emilia] I have a ſecret to tell thee may chance to 
make thee merry; we three will make collation together 
anon, i' the mean time mum, I can't abide you 3 ; Bo, 1 

can't abide you. Harry, come, | 


Enter Young BELLAIR, 


you muſt along with me to my Lady Woodvill's. Te am 
going to ſlip the boy at a miſtreſs, 

Y. Bel. At a wife, Sir, you wou'd ſay, 

Gd Bel. You need not look ſo grum, Sir, a wife is no 
curſe when ſhe brings the bleſſing of a good eſtate with 
her: but an idle town flurt, with a painted face, a rotten 
reputation, and a crazy fortune, a-dod, is the devil and 
all ; and ſuch a one I hear you are in league with. 

T. Bel. I cannot help detraQtion, Sir, f 

Old Bel. Out, a piſe o' their breeches, there are keep: 
iog fools enough for ſuch flaunting baggages, and they 
are e en too good for em. Remember night, [To Emilia, J 
go, y'are a rogue, y'are a rogue; fare you well, fare you 
well; come, come, come along, Sir. 

| Ex. Old and Yourg Bellair, 

La. Ten. On my word, the old man comes on apace z 
III lay my life he's ſmitten, 

Emi. This is nothing but the pleaſantneſs of tons hu- 
mour. 

La. Town, I know him better than you: aun it w_ 
it may prove lucky. 


Enter a Pacs. 


Pare. Madam, Mr Medley has ſent to know okay 
a viſit will not be troubleſome this afternoon ? 

La. Town, Send bim word his viſits never are fo. 
Emi, He's a very pleaſant man. [Es. Page. 

La. Town, He's a very neceſſary man among us wo- 
men; he's not fcandalous i'the leaſt, perpetually con- 
| iving 
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triving to bring good company+ together, and always 
ready to ſtop up a gap at Ombre: chen he knows all the 
little news o'the towW Ws. 

Emi. I love to hear him talk © the. igzrigues ; let em 
be never ſo dull in themſelves, he H make em pleaſant 
1the relation. 
La. Town, But he improves things 40 much, one can 
take no meaſure of the truth from him. Mr: Dorimant 
ſwears a flea or a maggot is not made more monſtrous by 


a magnifying glaſk, then: a ap is by bis acting it. 
Emi. Hold, here he comes 


Enter III 2 


Med. Your ſervant, Madam. ITY 
La. Town, You have made yourſelf a Amer of late. 


Emi, L believe you took a {urfeit of Ombre laſt woe 


you were here. 

- ; Med. Indeed I had my belly Fall of that terdagend 
Lady Dealer; there never was ſo. inſatiable a carder, an 

old gleeker never lov'd to ſit to't like her; I have plaid 

with her now at leaſt a dozen times, till ſue has worn 

out all ker fine ene. and her tour wou'd keep in 

cur! no longer. 

| La. Town. Blame her not, 2 ſhe loves no« 

thivg ſo well as:a black ace. 

Med. The pleaſure I have ſeen hand iv, when ſhe bag 
bad hope in drawing for a: Matadore ! 

Eni. Tis as pretty iſport' to her, as peſudiog maſks 
off! is to you to make diſcoveries. 

Ia. Tenn. Pray, where's your friend Mr Bean ? 

Med. Soliciting his affairs; he's a man of great em- 
ptoywent, has more miſtreſſes now depending than the 
moſt eminent lawyer in England has cauſes, 

Emi, Here has been Mrs Loveit, ſo uneaſy and out of 
humour theſe two days;> | | 

La; Town, How ſtrangely love and jealouſy rage in 
that poor woman! 

Mad. She ęou'd not dave. pick d out à devil upon 
earth ſo proper to torment her: he has made her break 
a dozen or two of fans already, tear half a ſcore points 
in pieces, and deſtroy hogds and knots Wine, number. 
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La. Town, We heard of a pleaſing ſerenade be Bare 
her t'other night. | 

Med. A Daniſh ferenade, with een en. 

ets, 
x Emi. Ob barbarous ! | 

Med. What, are you of the number of the ladies 
whoſe ears are grown fo delicate ſince out operas, you 
can be charm'd with nothing hut flute-doux and French 
r 

Emi. Leave your raillery, and tell us, is there any 
new wit come forth, ſongs, or novels ? 

Med. A very pretty piece of gallantry, by an eminent 
author, call'd, The diverſions of Bruxelr, very neceſſary 
to be read by all old ladies, who are deſirous to improve 
themſelves at queſtions and commands, Blindman's Buff, 
and the like faſhionable recreations. 

Emi. Oh ridiculous! | 

Med. Then there is The art of affe@ation, written by 
a late beauty of quality, teaching you how to draw up 
your breaſts, ſtretch up your neck, and thruſt out your 
breech, to play with your head, to toſs up your: noſe, to 
bite your lips, to turn up your eyes, to ſpeak in à filly 
ſoft tone of a voice, and uſe all the fooliſh French words 
that will infallibly make your perſon and "converſation 
charming; with a ſhort apology at the latter- end in the 
behalf of young ladies who notoriouſly waſh and Paints 
though they have naturally good complexions. 

Emi. What à deal of ſtuff you tell us! 4 

Med. Such as the town-affords, Madam. The Ruſ-⸗ 
ſians hearing the great reſpect we have for foreign dancing, 
have lately ſent over ſome of their beſt Balladins, who are 
now practiſing a famous ballat, which will be nn 
danc'd at the Bear garden. 

La. Town. Pray forbear your idle ſtories, -and' give us 
an account of the ſtate of love, as it now ſtands. 

Med. Truly there have been ſome revolutious in thoſe 
affairs, great chopping and changing among the old, and 
ſome new lovers, whom (malice, indifcretion, and: miſ 
fortune have luekily brought into play. 

L. Town. I think ou os _—_— into the next 
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room, and ſitting down before you engage in this buſineſs? 
Med. I'll wait upon you; and I hope (though women 
are commonly unreaſonable) by the plenty of ſcandal I 


-& © i 


ſhall diſcover, ta give you very good content, ladies. t 
[ Exeunt. 
\ : 
S C E N E. II. f 5 
Enter Mrs Lovzir and Pæar. 
[ Mrs Loveit putting up a letter, then pulling out ber E 
pocket glaſt, and looking in it. 0 
Mrs Love. Pert! | ; a 


Pert. Madam 

Mrs Love. I hate myſelf, I look ſo ill to-day, 

Pert. Hate the wicked cauſe on't, that baſe man Mr 
Dorimant, who makes you torment and vex yourſelf 
ur y. 

* Mrs Love. He is to blame indeed. 

Pert. To blame! to be two days without ſending, 
writing, or coming near you, contrary to his oath and 
covenant ! Twas to much purpoſe to make him ſwear. 
I'll lay my life there is not an article but he has broken. 
Talk'd to the vizards i' the pit, waited upon the ladies 
10 from the boxes to their coaches; ; gone behind the ſcenes, 
and fawn'd upon thoſe little inſignificant creatures the 

=” players: tis impoſſible for a man of his inconſtant temper 
to forbear, I'm ſure. . t 

Mrs Love, I know he is a Re? but he has ſomething - 
of the angel yet undefac'd in him, which makes him ſo 
charming and agreeable, that I muſt love him, be he never 
lo wicked. 

Pert. | little thought, Madam, to fee your ſpirit tamed 
to this degree. who baniſhed poor Mr Lackwit but for 
taking up another Jady's fan in your preſence. - Ml 

Mrs Love. My knowing of ſuch odious fools contri- q 
butes to the making of me love Dorimant the better, h. 
Pert. Your knowing of Mr Dorimant, in my mind, W 
ſhould rather make you hate all mankind. 

; Mrs Love. So it does, beſides himſelf, di 
Pert. Pray, what excule does he make in his letter? 
Mr. Love. He has had buſineſs. m 

Pert. Buſineſs in general terms would not have been 
2 a cur- 
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a. current excuſe for another; a modiſh man is always 
very buſy when he is in purſuit of a new miſtreſs. | 
. Mrs Love. Some fop has brib'd you to rail at him: he 
had buſineſs, I will believe it, and will forgive him. 
Pert. You may forgive him any thing, but I ſhall never 
forgive him bis turning me into ridicule, as I hear he does. 
Mrs Love, | perceive you are of the number of thoſe. 
fools his wit has made his enemies. | 
Pert. I am of the number of thoſe he's pleas'd to rally, 


| Madam; and if we may believe Mr Wagfan and Mr 


Caperwell, ne ſometimes makes merry with yourſelf too 
among his laughing companions. Ee 
Mrs Love. Blockheads are as malicious to witty men 
as ugly women are to the handſome ; 'tis their intereſt, 
and they make it their buſineſs to defame em. N 

Pert. I wiſh Mr Dorimant wou'd not make it his bu- 
ſineſs to defame you. 

Mrs Love. Should he, I had rather be made * 
by him, than owe my reputation to the dull indiſeretion 
of thoſe fops you talk of. Bellinda! [Running to her. 


"7 | Enter BELLINDA. 


Bel. My dear. 

Mrs Love, You have been unkind of late. 

Bel. Do not ſay unkind; ſay unhappy ! 

Mrs Love. I could chide you ; where have you been 
theſe two days ? N 

Bel. Pity me rather, wy dear, where I have been ſo 
tir'd with two or three country gentlewomen, whoſe 
r has been more inſufferable than a country 

Mrs Love. Are they relations? 5 

Bel. No; Welſh acquaintance I made when I was laſt 
year at St Winefred's; they have aſk'd me a thouſand 
queſtions of the modes and intrigues of the town, and I 
have told 'em almoſt as many things for news that hardly 
were ſo when their gowns were in faſhion. 

Mrs Love. Provoking creatures ! how cou'd you en · 
dure em? 

Bel. Now, to carry on my plot. Nothing but love cou'd 


make me * of 1 much falſehood, [ Jſide.] Tis 
C time 
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time to begin, leſt Dorimant ſhould come before her jea- 


| louſy has ſtung her. [Laughs, and then ſpeaks on.] was 


yeſterday at a play with 'em, where I was fain to ſhew 
'em the living, as the man at Weſtminſter does the dead: 
That is Mrs Such-a-one, admir'd for her beauty; this is 


Mrs Such-a-one, cried up for a wit; that is ſparkiſh-Mr 


Such-a-one, who keeps reverend Mrs Such-a-one and 
there ſits fine Mrs Such- a- one, who was lately caſt off by 
my Lord Such- an. 

Mrs Love, Did you fee Dorimant there? 

Bel. I did; and imagine you were there with him, and 
have no mind to own it. 

Mrs Love, What ſhould make you think ſo? 


Bel. A lady maſſc'd in a pretty diſhabile, whom Dori- 
mant entertained with more reſpect than the Nile do 


a common vizard. 


Mrs Love. Dorimant at the play entertaining a maſk ! 
Oh, heavens ! [ Hfide. 


* 


Bel. Good ! Te. 


Mrs Love. Did he ſtay all the while? 


Bel. Till the play was done, and then led her out, 


which confirms me it was you. 

Mr. Love. Traitor! 

Pert. Now you may believe be had buſineſs, and you 
may forgive him too. 

Mrs Love. Ungrateful perjur'd man! 

Bel. You ſeem ſo much concern'd my dear, 1 fear 1 
have told you unawares what J bad better m 'd 
for your quiet. 

Mrs Love. What manner of ſhape had the 7 

Bel. Tall and flender, her motions very — : cer · 
tainly ſhe muſt be ſome perſon. of condition. + 

Mrs Love. Shame and confuſion be ever in her face 
when ſhe ſhows it! 


Bel. I ſhould blame your diſcretion for Jovitg) that wild 


man, my dear; but they ſay he bas a way ſo bewitching 
that few can defend their hearts who know him. 


Mrs Love. 1 will tear him from mine, or die i the 


attempt. 
Bel. Be more moderate. 


Mrs Love. Wou'd I bad daggers, th or poiſon d 


arrows 
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arrows in my breaſt, ſo I cou'd but remove the thoughts 
of him from'thence. 

Bel. Fy, ſy; your tranſports are too violent, my dear: 
This may be but an accidental gallantry, and tis likely 
ended at her coach, 12 655 

Pert. Shou'd it proceed farther, let your comfort 
the conduct Mr Dorimant affects will quickly make you 
know your rival; ten to one let you ſee her ruin'd, her 
reputation expos'd to the town ; a happineſs none will 
envy her but yourſelf, Madam. | 

Mrs Love. Whoe'er ſhe be, all the harm I wiſh her is, 
May ſhe love him as well as I do, and may he give her 
as much cayſe to hate him. \. 

Prert. Never doubt the latter end of your curſe, Madam, 

Mrs Love, May all the paſſions that are rais'd by ne- 
glected love, jealouſy, indignation, ſpite, and thirſt of 
revenge, eternally rage in her ſoul, as they do now in 

mine. [Walks up and down with a diflracted air. 


* 


Enter Pace. 


Page. Madam, Mr Dorimant——— 
Mrs Love. I will not ſee him. / | 
Page. | told him you were within Madam, 
Mr. Love. Say you lied; ſay I'm buſy ; ſhut the door, 
ſay any thing. 
Page. He's here, Madam. 


Enter Doxtmanrt. 


Dor, Thy taſte of death who ts at henv'n arrive, 
| But we this puradiſe approach alive. 
What, dancing the golloping nag without a fiddle ! 
| [To M,. Loveit. 
Toer, to catch her hand, ſhe flings away, and walks on. 
1 fear this reſtleſſneſs of the body, Madam, ier 
her.] proceeds from an unquietneſs of the mind. hat 
unlucky aceident puts you out of humour ? a point ill 
waſhed, knots fpotl'di* the making up, hair ſhedded awry, 
or ſome other little miſtake in ſetting you in order? 
Pert. A trifle, in my opinion, Sir, more inconſiderable 
than any yon mention. | | | 
Dor. Oh, Mrs Pert, I never knew you ſullen enough 
to be ſilent; come, let me know the buſineſs, 
| C 2 Pert, 
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ow? up theſe two days. How have I ſeen you laugh at 
men of buſineſs, and now to become a man of eſs 


| was obſtinate, and would not tell me. 


do know. 


my noſe in your neck, and talk to you whether you will 


town, and make che world ſuſpect your reputation. At 


— 


Pert. The buſineſs, Sir, is the buſineſs that has taker 


yourſelf ! 

Dor. We are not maſters of our ot our 
inclinations daily alter; now we love pleaſure, and anon 
we ſhall doat on buſineſs; human r will hve it to, g 
and who can help it? | 

Mrs Love. Faithleſs, inhuman, barbarous ma | 

Dor. Good! now the alarm ſtrikes 
Mrs Love. Without ſenſe of love, of honour, or of 
gratitude ! tell me, for I will know, what devil. maſk'd 
De was you were with at the play yeſterday? - 

Dor. Faith I reſolv'd as much as you, but the devil 


Mrs Love, Falſe in this as in your vous to me ! you 


Dor, The truth is, I did all I cou'd 1 to > know. 

Mrs Love. And dare you own it to my face ? Hell and 
furies ! | [Tears her fan in pieces. 

Dor. Spare your 11h Madam ; you are growing hot, 
and will want it to cool you. 

Mrs Love. Horror and diſtraction ſeize you ! ſorrow 
and remorſe gnaw your ſoul, and puniſh all your perju- 


A 5 rw Tc wr 


ries to me! | [Weeps. 
Dor. So thunder breaks the cloud in twain, : ti 
And makes a paſſage for the rain. [ Turning to Bel, 0 


Belinda, you are the devil that have rais'd this ſtorm; 
you were at the play yeſterday, [To Bel. ] and haye t. 


been making diſcoveries to your dear. 
Bel. Y'are the moft miſtaken man in the world. a 
Dor. It muſt be ſo, and here I vow revenge; reſolve 17 


to purſue and perſecute you more impertinently than ever 
any loving fop did his miſtreſs ; hunt you i“ the Park, te 
trace you i' the Mall, dog you in every viſit you make, tt 


haunt you at the plays, and i' the drawing-room, hang 


or no, and ever look upon you with ſuch dying eyes, 
till your friends grow jealons of me; ſend you out of 


wy 
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my Lady Towaley's Line lower voice. J when we go 
a hence. : | [He looks ene on ba 
Bol. I'll meet you there. | 

Dor. Enough. 

Mrs Love. Stand off, you ſha'not flare | 3 her * 

| [Puſhing Dorimant away, 

Dor. Good! there's one made jealous already, - 

Mrs Love. Is this the: conſtancy you vow'd? 

Dor. Conſtancy at my years! tis not a virtue in ſea- 
fas, you might as well expect the fruit the autumn ci» 
pens i' the ſpring | 

Mrs Love. Stn principle ! | 

Dor. Youth has a long journey to go, Madam : ſhould 
I have ſet up my reſt at the firſt inn I lodg'dat, 1 ſhould 
never have.arriv'd at the happineſs I now enjoy. 

Mr Love. Diſſembler, damn'd difſembler? _ . 

Dor. I am fo, I confeſs; good nature and good 
manners-corrupt me. I am honeſt in my inclinations, and 
would not, wer't not to avoid offence, make à Lady a 
little in years believe 1 thiok ber young, wilfully miſtake 
art for nature, and ſeem as fond of a thing I am weary 


+33 


of, as when I doated on't in earneſt. 

Mrs Love, Falſe man! 

Dor. True woman. 

Mrs Love, Now you begia to ſhow yourſelf! 13 

Dor. Love gilds us over, and makes us ſhow fine thin 
to one another for a time; but ſoon the gold wears of, 
and then again the native braſs appears, 

Mrs Love. Think on your oaths, your vows and pro- 
teſtations, perjut d man. 

Dor, I made em when I was in love: 

Mrs Love. And therefore ought * not to bind ? Oh 
impious! 

Dor. What we ſwear at ſuch * time may be a cer- 
tzin proof of a preſent paſſion ; but to fay truth, in lore 
there is no ſecurity to be given for the future. | 

' Mrs Love. Horrid and ungrateful | be gone, and ne- 
yer ſee me more. | 

Dor, 1 am not one of thoſe troubleſome coxcombs, 
who, becauſe they were once well. receiv'd, take the 
Privilege to page: a my with their loye ever after. 
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I ſhall obey you. Madam, though I do myſelf ſome vio- 
lence. - © Ve efferr to po, and Loveit pulls him back, 

Mrs Loss. Come back, you ſha'not go. Could you 
have the ill nature to offer i it ? 

Dor. When love grows dileas d, the beſt thing we 
can do is to put it to a violent death; I cannot endure 
the torture of a lingring and conſumptive paſſion, 

Mrs Love. Can you think mine fickly ? 


Dor. Oh; *tis deſperately ill! what worfe ſymptoms | 
are there than your being always uneaſy when T viſit you, 


your picking quarrels with me on ſlight occaſions, and in 
my abſence kindly lining to the i impertinencies of every 
faſhionable fool that talks to you? 

Mrs Love. What faſhionable fool can you lay to my 
charge? 

Dor. Why, the very cock fool of all thofe fools, Sir 
Fopliog Flutter. | 

Mrs Love. I never ſaw him r in my life but once. 

Dor. The worſe woman you, at hrſt ſight to put on 
all your charms, to entertain him with that ſoftneſs in 
your voice, and all that wanton kindnefs in your eyes, 
you ſo notoriouſly affect when you defign a conqueſt. 

Mr. love. So damn'd a lie did ever malice yore invent! 
who told you this? 

Dor. No matter; that ever I ſhould love a woman 
that can doat on a ſenſeleſs caper, a und French rib- 


band, and a formal cravat ! 


Mrs Love. You make me mad. "7 + 

Dor. A guilty conſcience may do much; go on, be 
the game · miſtreſs o' the town, and enter all our young 
fops, as faſt as they come from travek 

Mr. Love. Baſe and ſcurriſous? 

Dor. A fine mortifying reputation oil be for a wo- 
man of your pride, wit, and quality ?' *- 

Mrs Love. This jealouſy's a mere eh a curſed 
trick of your own deviſing; I knͥo)/] ou. * 

Dor. Believe it, and all the ill of me you can. I would 
not have a woman have the leaſt good thought of me, 
that can think welt of Fopling. Farewell; fall to, and 
much good may do you with your coxcomb. / 

Meri Love Stay, oh ſay, and 1 will tell you! rally! 

* De Thave been told toe much already. [Exit <A, 
Mrs Loves. 
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Mrs Love. Call him dgain ir anon | be. 

Pert. E'en let him go, a fair ridduinde, 94 IV 

Mrs Love. Kun I ſay, call him again, * will have him 
call'd. 

Pert. The devil ſhou'd carfy ies away firſt, were it 
my concern, ' [Exit Pert. 

Bel. H'as frighted me from the very thoughts of lo- 
ving men; for Heaven's ſake, my dear, do not diſcover 
what | told you; I dread his tongue as . as yes | 
ought to have done his friendſhip. 


1 * Pexr. 


Pert. He's gone, Madam. 
Mr Love. Eight 'ning blaſt him't * 
Pert When I told bim you defired bim to A 

he ſmil'd, made a mot at me,” Dung into o his conch, 

and faid 
Mrs Love. What did he 87 * 
Pert. Drive away; and then repeated: Ry) A 
Mrs Love. Wou'd I had made a contract to be a witch 
when firſt I entertain'd this great devil; monſter, bar- 
barian ! I could tear myſelf in pieces. Revenge, nothing 
but reyenge can eaſe me: plague, war, famine, fire, all 
that can bring univerſal rain and miſery on mankind; with 
joy I'd peri to have you in my power, but this moment, 


) 


[Exit Loveity 
Pert. E „Madam; Pr her not in this outra- 
geous paſſion, - Pert gather up the things. 


Hel. H'as given me the proof which [deſired of tits * 
But *'tis a proof of his ill nature too; 
I with 1 bad pot ſeen him uſe her-ſor 
I ſig to think that Dorimant may be 
5 day as fairhleſs and unk ind to mer. | Ceran 
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E AR Madam ! = me ſet that 1 in 22 . 
Har. Let me alone. I will ſhake em all out of order. 
Buſy. 


} 


b your huſband. 
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Buſy. Will you never leave this wildneſs ? 
Har. Torment me not. | 


Voß. Look! there's @ knot falling off, 


Har. Let it drop. 
Buß. But one pin, dear Madam. t 
Har. How do I daily ſuffer under thy officious Gogers 1 

Buſy, Ah, the difference that is between you and my | 
Lady) Dapper ! bow uneaſy ſhe is if the leaſt thing be t 
amiſs about her 1 _ b 

Har, She is indeed moſt exact! e ever wan- ) 
ting to make her uglineſs remarkable ! 

Buſy. Jeering people fay ſo. 

Har. Her powdering, painting, and her patching, ne- 
ver fail in public to draw the tongues and eyes of all the g 
men upon her. | 

. | Buſj. She is indeed a little too pretending, | 0 

Har. That women ſhould ſet up for beauty as much 
in ſpite of nature, as ſome men have done for wit! 

Buſy. I hope, without offence, one may endeavour to 
make one's {elf agreeable, 

Har. Not when 'tis impoſſible, Women then ought to 
be no more fond of dueliag than fools ſhould be of talking: 
hoods modeſty, maſks and filence, things that ſhadow 
and, conceal, they ſhould think of nothing elle. 

Beh Jeſu | Madam, what will your, mother think is 
become of yon? for Heaven's ſake 80 in again. 

8 I won't, wad 

This is che exttarsgant'fl thing that ever you 
Fry in your life, to leave Aar, and a gratieman who is to 


Har. My huſband ! haſt thou ſo little wit to thiok I 
ſpoke what 1 meant, when I over joy'd her in the country, 
with a low courtſy, and what you pleaſe, Madam, 1 ſhall 
ever be obedient ? 

Buſy. Nay, I know not, you have fo many ferches, M 

Har. And this was one, to get her up to London; | 


nothing elſe, J afſure thee. . 


Buſy. Well, the man, in my mind, is a fine man. 
Har. The man indeed wears bis clothes faſhionably, giz 
and has a pretty negligent way. with ws very ew 
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and much affected; he bows, and talks, ae m_ ſo 
agreeably, as he think. 
Buſy. 1 never ſaw any thing fo ——_— | 
Har. Varniſh'd over with good: breeding mavy " 
blockhead makes a tolerable ſhow. ). 8 
Buſy. 1 wonder you do not like him. 
Har. | think I might be brought to endure him, and 
that is all a reaſonable woman ſhould expect in a huſband; 
but there is duty i the caſe ;——and like the haughty 
Merab, 
I find much averſion in my Haller mind,. | 
Which is bred by being promis'd and deſign d, 
Buſy. I wiſh you, do not deſign your own ruin Ipartly 
gueſs your inclinations, Madam—that Mr Dorimant— 
Har. Leave your prating, and ſing ſome fooliſh Jong 
or other, 
Buſy. I will; the ſong you lore ſo well ever ſince you 
ſaw Mr Dorimant. * 
i 8 0 N G. & 
When firſt Amyntas charm'd my heart, 
My beedleſi ſheth began to ſtray ; - 
The wolves ſoon ſtole the greateſt part, 
And all will now be made à prey. 


Ah! let not leve your thoughts poſſeſs, 
'Tis fatal to a ſhepberdeſs ; _ 
The dang'rous paſſion you muſt ſhun, © 


Or elſe, like me, be quite undone. 
Har. Shall 1 be paid down by a covetous parent for a 


purchaſe? I need no land; no, I'll by Nee out all in 
love. It i 18 deckeed ' 


Enter Young BeLLAiR. 


E Bel. What generous reſolutions are you makings 
Madam ? 
Har. Only to be diſobedient, Sir, | 
T. Bel. Let me join hands with you in that — 
Har. With all my heart. I never thought I ſhould have 
given you mine ſo willingly. . Here I, Harriet * 
Y. Bel. And 1, Harry v3 4 | 
Har. Do ſolemaly proteſv:!⁊ dT 
T. Bel, And vo- 


Har. 
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Har. That J with 700... | | 
J. Bel, And I with you 
Both. Will never marr y 
Har. A maten! 
Y. Bel. And no match! How do you like this indif 


ference now ? 


Har. Vou expect I ſhould take it ill, J ſee, 


7. Bel. Tis not unnatural for you women to be a little | 


angry you miſs a conqueſt, though you would flight the 
poor man, were he in your power, 

Har. There are ſome, it may be, have an eye like 
Bart'lomew, big enouꝑh for the whole fair; but I am 

not of the number, and you may keep your gingerbread, 
twill be more ep to the lady whoſe dear image it 
wears, Sir. 

Y. Bel. 1 muſt confely, Madam, you came a day after 

he fair. 

Har. You own then you are in love 

7. Bel, I do. 

Har. The confidence is generous; and, in return, I 
could almoſt ſind in my heart to let you know my incli- 
nations. 

T. Bel. Are you ies 5 

Har. Yes, with this dear town, to that 8 J can 

ſcarce endure the country in landſcapes and hangings. 

T. Bel. What a dreadful thing twould be to be hur- 
ry'd back to Hamphhire? 

Har. Ah !—name ii not, 

T. Bel. As for us, I nd — e wou'd 
we cou'd do ſometbing to deceive the grave people 

Har. Could we delay their proceeding twere well: a 
reprieve is a good ſep towards the getting of a pardon. 
FT. Bel, If we give over the game we are undone : 
What think you of playing it on booty t 

Har. What do you mean? 

Y. Bel, Pretend. to be in love with one another ; "will 

make ſome dilatory excuſes we may feign paſs the better, 


diſſembling. 
T. Bel, Can you play your part? 
Har, I know dot what tis to love; ; but I have made 


an 


Har. Let us do't, if it be but for the dear pleaſure of 


. Lang, 
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— 1 * paw 54 then a lorere mect. 
Where:fid you leave their gravities ? 

T. Bel. I' th' next room; your, mother was enſuring, 
our modem gallance. | n 


4 * Enter Old Be ILA IN and Lady Wpopyu,” 1 


Har. Peace! here they come. I will lean againſt this. 
e Vall, aud lack baſhfully down upon my fan, while Jou, 
» like an amorons ſpark, modeſtly. entet tan m. 
La. Wood: Never go about. to excuſe em. Came, 
e come, it was not fo when I was a young woman. & 
1 Old Bel. Adod, they're ſomething difreſpedful. —— 
La. Mood. Quality was then conſider d, and not rally'd 
it by every flecriog fellow. | 
Old Bel. Youth will have its jeft ; 234 l 1 with. oK 
r La. Hood. Tis good breeding now to beicip]} to none 
but players and exchagge women ; they are treated by em 
as much above their condition as other are below theirs. 
Old Bel. Out, a pize on em, talk no more; the ragues 
1 hi got an ill habit of preferting beauty, no matter where 
i. they find it, 
La. Wood. See your ſon and my daughter, they bare 
improved their acquaintance ſince they were within. | 
In Old Bel. Adod, methinks theyhave Ler's keep. vacks 
and'obſerve. ' 
* Z. Bel. Now for a look and geſtures thatmay perſuade. 
'em J am ſaying all the paſſionate things imaginable, —— 
| Har. Your head a little more on one fide, eaſe your- 
d elf on your left leg, and play with your right band, 
c Y. Bel. Thus, is it not? 
* Har. Now, ſet your tight leg firm oa the ground. al 
l juſt your belt, then look about you. 
2: Z. Bel. A litile exerciſing will make. me perfect 
Har. Smile, and turn to me again very ſparkiſn. 
T. Bel. Will you take your turn, and be inſtructed ? 
Har. With all my heart. 
Y. Bel. At one motion, play your fan, roll your eyes, 
and then ſettle a kind look upon me. 
Har. So! 
Y. Bel. Now ſpread your fan, look PEN and 


de ell the ſticks with a finger. 
uy * So modaſh ! - 
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T. Bel. Clap your hand up to your boſom, hold down 
your gown, ſhrug a little, draw up your breaſts, and let 
'em fall again gently with a ſigh or two, Oc. 

Har. By ie We inſtructions you give, I ſuſpect you 


for one of tho icious obſervers who watch people's 


eyes, and Fuer ee looks make ſcandalous conclu- | 


ſions. 


i th' circle. 
Har...” Twill not be amiſs now to Gas a little pleaſant, 
T. Bel. Clap your fan then in both your hands, ſnatch 


it to your mouth. ſmile, and with a lively motion fling |} 
your body à little forwards. So—now ſpread it; fall | 
back on the ſudden, cover your face with it, and break ; 
out into a loud laughter — Take up, look grave, and fall : 


a fanning of yourſelf— Admirably well ated ! 

Har. I think I am pretty apt at theſe matters, 

Old Bel. Adod, | like this well. 

La. Wood, This promiſes ſomething. 

Old Bel. Come, there is love i' th' caſe; adod there 
is, or will be. What ſay you, young lady ? 

Har. All in good time, Sir. You expect we ſhould 
fall to and love, as game cocks fight, as ſoon as we are 
ſet together; adod you're unreaſonable ! 

Cd Bel. Adod, Sir, I like thy wit well. 


Enter a SERVANT. 


Ser. The coach is at the door, Madam. 
Od Bel. Go, get you and take the air b 


La. Wood. Will not you go with us? 
Cid Bel. Out a pize : adod, I ha? bufineſs and cannot: 


We ſhall meet at night at my fiſter Townley's. 
F. Bel. He's going to Emilia. [ 4/ide.] I overheard 
him talk of a collation. [Exeunt 


SCE NE II. 


Enter Lady Towxr Ev, Emilia, and Mrrzx. 


La Tun. I pity the young lovers we laſt talk'd of, 
tho', to ſay truth, their conduct has been ſo indiſoreet 
they deſerve to be unfortunate, 2 Meds 


F. Bll. 1 know * ;ndeed, who out of meer love , 


to miſchief are as vigilant as jealouſ" y itſelf, and will give © 
you an account of every glance thay paſſes at a play, and ; 
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Med. have had an exact account, from the great 
lady i“ th* box down to the little orange wench!: 
Emi. Y' are a living libel; a breathing lampoon; : t | 
wonder you are not torn in pieces. 
Med. What think you of ſetting up an office of intel- 
ligence for theſe matters? The project may get money. 
La. Town. You would have great dealings with count - 
try ladies. f 
Med. More than Moddiman bas with their huſbands. 


Enter BrL IN DA. 


ta Tee. Belinda! what has been become of you? 
we have not ſeen you here of late with your friend Mrs 
Loveit, 

Bel. Dear creature, I left her but now ſo ſadly afflicted ! 

La. Town, With her old diſtemper, jealouſy! / 

Med. Dorimant has plaid her ſome new prank. 

Bel. Well, that Dorimant is certainly the worſt man 
breathing. 

Emi. I once. thought ſo. 
. Bel. And do you not think fo ſtill? 

Emi. No, indeed ! 

Bel. Oh, Jeſu! ! | 

Emi. The town does him a great deal of injury, and 
I will never believe what it ſays of a man 1 do not know 
again for his ſake. 

Bel. You make me wonder ! 

La. Town. He's a very well-bred man, 

Bel. But ſtrangely ill- natur d. 

Emi. Then he's a very witty man, 

Bel. But a man of no principles. | 
4 * Your man of principles is a very fine thing i in· 

ee 


Bel. To be preferr'd to men of parts by women who 


have regard. to their reputation and quiet. Well, were 


1 1 to play the fool, he ſhould be the laſt man I'd 


thipk of, 

Med. He has been the firſt in many ladies fayodrs, 
though you are ſo ſevere, Madam. 

La. Town. What he may be for a lover I know not, 
but he's a very pleaſant acquaintance [ am ſure. - 


po 4 VC) R 2 0 D © n ... Bel. 
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Bel. Had you ſeen him uſe Mrs Loveit as I have done, 


u would never endure him more, ——— 

Emi. What, he has quarrell'd with her again? 

Bel. Upon the lighteſt occaſion he is jealous of Sir 
Fopling. 


La. Town. She never faw him in her life but yeſter- | 


day, and that was here. 
Emi. On my conſcience, he's the only man in town 


that's her averſion ; how horribly out of humour ſhe was | 


all the while he talk'd to her! 
Bel. And ſomebody has wickedly was him 
Emi. Here he comes. I g 


Fuer DokiuAxr. 


Med. Dorimant ! you are luckily come to juſtify your- : 


ſelf.— Here's a lady 
Bel. Has a word or two to ſay to you from a diſcon- 
ſolate perſon. 

Dor. You tender your reputation too much I know, 
Madam, to whiſper with me befor this good company. 
Bel. To ſerve Mrs Loveit, I'll make a bold venture. 

Dor. Here's Medley, the very ſfait of ſcandal, 
Bel. No matter. 
Emi. Tis ſomething you are unwilling to hear, Mr 


bs Dorimant, 


La. Town. Tell him, Belinda, whether he will or no. 
Bel. Mrs Loveit ! [ Aloud, 
Der, Softly, theſe are laugbers, you do not know'em. 
Bel. In a word, y'have made me hate you, [To Dor. 
apart.] which I thought you never could Rang ders. 
Dor. In obeying your commands. 
Biel. It was a cruel part you played; how. could you 
act it? 
Dor. Nothing is cruel to a man who could kill himſelf 
to pleaſe you, Remember five o'clock to-morrow morning, 
Bel. I tremble when you name it. 
Dor. Be ſure you come. 
Vel. I ſha'not. 
Dor. Swear you will. 
Bel. I dare not. 
Dor. Swear, I ſay. 
Bel. By my life! by all the happineſs I hope 23 


Dor. 
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Dor. You will, | 

Bel. I will. 

Dor. Kind. | 

Bel, I am glad I've ſworn; I yow I think I ſhould ha” 
fail'd you elſe. | 

Dor. Surpriſingly kind ! In what temper did you leave 
Loveit ? , | | 

Bel. Her raving was prettily over, and ſhe began ta 


be th a brave way of defying you and all your works. 


Where have you been fince you went from thence ? 

Dor. 1, looked in at the play. | 

Bel. I have promis'd, and muſt return to her again. 

Dor. Perſuade her to walk in the Mall this evening. 

Bel. She hates the place, and will not come. 

Dar. Do all you can to prevail with her. 

Bel. For what purpoſe ? 

Dor. Sir Fopling will be here anon; I'll prepare him 
to ſet upon her there before me. 

Bel. You perſecute 5 much; but I'll do all you'll 
ba' me. 80 

Dor. aloud.] Tell her plainly, 'tis grown ſo dull a bu- 
fineſs L can drudge ou no longer. 

Emi, There are afflictions in love, Mr Dorimant. 

Dor. You women make them, who are commonly as 
unreaſonable in that as you are at play ; without the ad- 
vantage be on your fide a man can never quietly give o- 
ver when he's weary. 

Med. If you would play without being obliged to com- 
plaiſance, Dorimant, you ſhould play in public places. 
Dor. Ordinaries were a very good thing for that, but 
gentlemen do not of late frequent 'em; the deep play is 
now in private houſes. | Belinda offering to fleal away. 

La. Town. Belinda, are you leaving us ſo ſoon ? 

Bel. I am to go to the Park with Mrs Loveit, Ma- 
CM —— [Exit Belinda. 

La. Town. This confidence will go nigtr to ſpoil this 
young creature, T7 | 

Med. Twill do her good, Madam, Young men who 
are brought up under able practiſing lawyers prove the a- 
_ counſel when they come to be call'd to the bar them- 

ves 4 

« The town has been very fayourable to you this 
D 2 afternoon, 


— 
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afternoon, my Lady Townley; you uſe to have an amba- 
raſs of chairs and coaches at your door, an uproar of foot- 
men in your hall, and a noiſe of fools above here. 

La. Town. Indeed my houſe is the general rendezvous, 
and, next to the playhouſe, is the common refuge of all 
the young idle people. 

Emi. Company is a very good thing, Madam; but [ 
wonder you do not love it a little more choſen, EY 

La. Town, It is good to have an univerſal taſte ; we 
ſhould love wit, but, for variety, be able to divert our- 
felves with the extravagancies of thoſe who want it. 

Med. Fools will make you laugh, 

Emi. For once or twice; but the repetition of their 
folly, after a viſit or two, grows tedious and inſufferable, 

La. Town. You are a little two delicate, Emilia, 


Euter a PAGE. 


Page. Sir Fopling Flutter, Madam, deſires to know if 


you are to be ſeen, 
La. Town, Here's the freſheſt fool in town, and one 


F” _ m nm _ mT T7 


who has not cloy'd you yet. Page! 
Page. Madam | | ; 
La. Town, Deſire him to walk up. | IF 1 


Dor. Do not you fall on him, Medley, and ſnub him, 
Sooth him up in his extravagance; he will ſhew the better. 
Med. You know I have a natural indulgence for fools, ] 
and need not this caution, Sir. 


Enter Sir ForLinG FLUTTER, with bis page after vim. 


Sir Fop. Page, wait without. Madam, [To La. Town.] 
T kiſs your hands. I ſee yeſterday was nothing of chance, | 
the belles afſemblees form themſelves here every day. La- 
dy, your ſervant, [To Emi.] Dorimant, let me embrace 
thee. Without lying, I have not met with any of my 
acquaintance who retain ſo much of Paris as thou doſt ; 
the very air thou hadſt when the Marquis miſtook : thee 
i' th' Tuilleries, and cry'd, Hey, Chevalier! and then 
begg'd thy pardon, ; 
Dor, I wou'd fain wear in faſhion as long as I can, 
Sir; 'tis a thing to be valued in men as well as bawbles. 
Sir Fop. Thou art a man of wit, and underſtand'ſt the 
town; pr'ythee let thee and TI be intimate; there 2 
205; ving 
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living without making ſome good man the conkident of 
-our pleaſures. 

Dior. 'Tis true; but there is no man ſo i improper for 
ſuch a buſineſs as I am. 

Sir Fop. Prithee, why haſt thou ſo modeſt opinion 
of thyſelf? 

Dor. Why, firſt, I could never keep a fecret in my 
life; and then, there is no charm ſo infallibly makes me 
fall in love with a woman as my knowing a friend loves 
her. I deal honeſtly with you. 

Sir Fop. Thy humour's very gallant, or let me periſh, 
I knew a French Count ſo like thee. 

La. Town, Wit, I perceive, has more power over you 
than beauty, Sir Fopling, elſe you would not have let 
this lady ſtand fo long neglected. 

Sir Fop. A thouſand pardons, Madam. [LT Emilia. ] 
Some civilities due of courſe upon the meeting a lo 
abfent friend. The eclat of ſo much beauty, 1 confel 
ought to have charm'd me ſooner, 

Emi, The brillian of ſo much good language, Sir, has 
much more power than the little beauty | can boaſt, + 

Sir Fop. I never ſaw any thing prettier than this bigh | 
work on your point d'Eſpaigne —— 

Emi, Tis not fo rich as point de Venice—— 

Sir Fop. Not altogether, but looks cooler, and is more 
proper for the ſeaſon. Dotimant, is not that Medley? 

Der. The ſame, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Forgive me, Sir; in this ambaraſs of civilities 
I could not come to have you in my arms ſooner. You un- 
derſtand an equipage the beſt of any man in town, I hear. 

Med. By my own you would not guels it. 

Sir Fop. H here are critics who do not write, Sir. 
Med. Our peeviſh poets will ſcarce allow it. 

Sir Fop. Demn em; they'll allow no man wit who 
does not play the fool like themſelves, and ſhow it. _ 
you taken notice of the galleſh I brought over? 

Med. O yes! it has quite another air than the bor 
liſn makes. 

Sir Fop. Tis as eaſily known from an Eagliſ tumbril 


uly there is a belle · air in galleſhes as well as men, 
D 3 Med, 


as an - Tru court man is from one of us. 


Dor. 
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Med. But there are few ſo delicate as to obſerve it, 

Sir Fop. The world 1 is generally very groſſier here i in- 
deed. 

La. Town, He' 5 yery fine! 

Eni. Extreme proper! 


Sir Fop. A {light ſuit I made to appear in at my firſt | 


arrival, not worthy your conſideration, ladies, 
Dor. The pantaloon is very well mounted. 
Sir Fop. The taſſels are new and pretty. 
Med. I never ſaw a coat beiter cut. 


lender. 
Dor. That's the ſhape our ladies doat on. 


Med. Your breech though is a handful too high in my | 


eye, Sir Fopling, 


Sir Fop. Peace, Medley; I have wiſh'd it lower a 


thouſand times, but, a pox on't, it will not be. 


La. Town. His gloves are well fring'd, large and graceful, 


Sir Fop. I was always eminent for being bien gante. 


Emi. He wears nothing but what are originals of the | 


moſt famous hands in Paris. 
Sir Fop. You are in the right, Madam, 
La. Town. The ſuit ? 
Sir Fop. Barroy. 
Emi, The garniture ? 
Sir Fop. Le Gras. | 
Med. The ſhoes ? I .wl 
Sir Fop. Piccar. t a f r 
Dor. The periwig? 10 
Sir Fop. Chedreux. 
La. Town. and Emi, The gloves ? 
Sir Fop. Orangerie, You know the ſmell, Ladies. Do- 


rimant, I could find in my heart for an amuſement to | 


dave a gallantry with ſome of our Engliſh ladies. 
Dor. Iis a thing no leſs neceſſary to confirm the re- 
putation of your wit, than a due] will be to ſatisfy the 
town of your courage. . _, 
Sir Fop. Here was a woman yeſterday— 
Dor. Miſtreſs Loveit. 
Sir Fop. You have nam'd her. 
Dor. Lou cannot pitch on a beiter for your purpoſe. 
5 a Sir F. ** 


Sir Fop. It makes me ſhew long waſted, and, I think, ; 
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Sir Fop. Prithee, what is ſhe? .. 

Dor. A perſon of quality, and one who has a reſt of 
reputation enough to make the conqueſt conſiderable ; be- 
fides, I hear ſhe likes you too! 

Sir Fop. Methought ſhe ſeem'd—though very reſery'd 
and uneaſy all the time I entertain'd her, 

Dor. Grimabe and affeQation. You will ſee her i'the 
Mall to-night. 

Sir Fop. Prithee, let thee and I take the air tgtther, 

Dor. I am engaged to Medley; but I'll meet you at 
St James's, and give you ſome information, upon the 
which you may regulate your proceedings. 

Sir Fop. All the world will be in the park to-night, 
Ladies, twere pity to keep ſo much beauty longer within 
doors, and rob the ring of all thoſe charms that ſhould 
adorn it, — Hey, page! [ Enter Page and goes out again. 
See that all my people be ready. Dotimant, A revoir. 

Med. A fine mettl'd coxcomb ! 

Dor. Brisk and infipid— 

Med, Pert and dull. | 

Emi, However you deſpiſe him, Gentlemen, I'll 17 
my life he paſſes for a wit with many. 

Dor. That may very well be : Nature has her cheats, 
ſtums a brain, and puts ſophiſticate dulneſs often on the 
taſteleſs multitade for true wit and good humour. Mes- 
ley, com. 

Med. 1 muſt a a little way, I'll meet you 2 be Mall. ; 

Dor. I'll walk through the e e thither Se hall 
meet anon and bow. ' | [To the u em 

La. Town. Not to- night; we are engaged about # bu- 
ſineſs, the knowledge of which * make n ugh bene 
after. 
Med. Your ſervant, Ladies. 

Dor. i ir as Sir Fopling fayg— £3 
| [Exit Medley and Dorimant, | 
La. 8 The old man will be here m 
. Emi, Let's expect him i' the garden Þ 
La. Taun. Go, you are a rogue. 1 
8 I can't abide you. | [Exeunt, 
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The Mall. 


Enter Hax T and Young BALLAIA, oe pulling bim. 


Har. Come along. 

Y. Bel. And leave your mother! f 
Har. Buſy will be ſent with a bue and cry after us ; | 
but that's no matter. . 
Y. Bel. Twill look apegehy in me. F. 

Har. She'll believe it a freak of wine, and Artes : 

your manners. : 

Y Bel. What reverend acquaintanceis that ſhe has met ? 
3 Har. A fellow. beauty of the laſt king's time, tho“ by | 
the ruins you would hardly gueſs it. [Exeunt. Þ 
[Dorimant enters and crofſes the ſtage. 


— 
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Enter Young BELLA1R and HARRIEr. 


r. Bel. By this time your mother is in a fine taking. 

Har, If your friend Mr Dorimant were but here now, 
that ſhe might find me talking with him. 
I. Bel. She does not know him, but dreads him, I 

bear, of all mankind. 
Har, She concludes, if he does but ſpeak to a woman 
ſhe's undone; is on her knees every day to pray Heaven 
defend we from him. 
F. Bel. You do not apprehend bim ſo much as ſhedoes, | | 
Har. I never ſaw any thing in him that was frightſul. 
T. Bel. On the contrary, have you not obſerved ſome- 
thing extremely delightful in his wit and perſon ? 
Har. He's agreeable and pleaſant I muſt own, but he 
does ſo much abe being ſo, he diſpleaſes me. , 
Y. Bel. Lord, Madam, all he — and ſays is ſo eaſy, 
and ſo natural. 
Har. Some men's verſes ben ſo to the unskillful, but . 
labour i' the one, and affectation in the other, to the judi- 1 
cious plainly appear. 
7. Bel. I never heard him accus'd of affe@ation before. MW 1 


Enter Dorxtnant „ and ſtares upon ber. ., a 


Har. It paſſes on the eaſy town, who are favourably 

Pleas'd in him to call it humour. [Ex. I. Bel. and Har. 
Der. 'Tis ſhe ; it muſt be ſhe ! that lovely hair, that 
ealy 


It. 
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eaſy ſhape, thoſe wanton eyes, and al, thoſe . 
charms. about her mouth, which Medley ſpoke of; I 
follow the lottery, and 1 in for a pxize with my 
friend Bellair. Exit Dor. repeating. 
In love the victors e the vanguiſh d y: 
Then fy that wound, and they purſue that die. 


Enter ? Young BELLAIR and Harrier, and after them 
1 IMANT /tanding at à diſtance. 


FT Bel Moſt people prefer Highpark to this place,. 

Har. It has the better reputation I cenfeſs ; but I a- 
bominate the dull diverſions there; the formal bows, the 
affected ſmiles, the filly by- words, and amorous tweers 
in paſſing; here one meets with a n converſation now 
and then, A 
T. Bel. Theſe converſations have been bau to ſome 
of your ſex, Madam. | 

Har. It may be ſo; becauſe ſome who want temper 
have been undone by gaming, muſt others who have it 
wholly deny themſelves the pleaſure of play? + 8 

Dort Truſt me, it were unreaſonable, Madam: - 8 

[Coming up gently, and bywing io her 

Her: Lord! who's this? [She farts and T7 grave, 

Y. Bel. Dorimant. 

Dor. Is this the woman your e would have you 
marry ? | 

Y. Bel. Ie is. 

Dor. Her name? 

Y. Bel Harriet. 

Dor. | am not miſtaken ; ſhe's handſome. | 

. Bel. Talk to her; her wit is better than her face ; 
we were wiſhing for you but now, 

Dor. Overcaſt with ſeriouſneſs o' the ſudden ! C7 0 Har. 


A thouſand ſmiles were ſhining in that face but now; 1 


never ſaw ſo quick a change of weather. 
Har. 1 feel as great a change withio'; but he ſhall ne- 
ver know it. Ni. 
Dor. You were talking of wy, Madam; ; pray what 


may be your ſtint ? "of 
Har. A little harmleſs Ag in public alles or 


at mokt ; an appointment in a box bare-fac'd at _— plays 


F'. 
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houſe : you are for maſks and private meetings, where 


— 


women engage for all they are worth, I hear. 


Dar. I have been us'd to deep play; but I can make 


one at ſmall game, when I like my gameſter well. 


Har. And be ſo unconcern'd you'll ha' no pleaſure in't. 
Dor. Where there is a conſiderable ſum to be won, the 
hope of drawing people in makes every trifle conſiderable. © 
Har. The ſordidneſs of men's natures, I know, makes 
'em willing to flatter and comply with the rich, though * 


they are ſure never to be the better for em. 


Dor. "Tis in their power to do us good, and we deſpair N 


not but at ſome time or other they may be willing. 


Har. To men who have far'd on this town like you, a 
*twould be a great mortification to live on hope; could 


you keep a lent for a miſtreſs? | 


Der. Io expectation of a happy Eaſter, and though | 
time be very precious, think forty days well Joſt to gain 


favour. 17 


Har. Mr Bellair, let us walk, tis time to leave him; 


men grow dull when they begin to be particular. 


Dor. Y'are miſtaken; flattery will enſue, though 1 


kaow y'are greedy of the praiſes of the whole Mall. 
Har, Lou do me wrong, - 


Dor. I do not; as I follow'd you, I obſerv'd how you 
were pleas d when the fops cry'd, She's handſome ; very 


handſome 
the thou 
to make 


God ſhe is, and whiſper'd aloud your name: 
d ſeveral forms you put your face into ! then, 
ourſelf more agreeable, how wantonly you 


play'd with your head, flung back your locks, and look'd 


ſmilingly over your ſhoulder at em! 


Har. | do not go begging the men's, as you do the 
ladies“ good liking, with a fly ſoftneſs in your looks, and 
a gentle ſlowneſs in your bows, as you paſs by em; As 


thus, Sir [Ac him.) Is not this like you? 


Enter Lady Woopvi and Bus v. 
T. Bel. Your mother, Madam. | 


[Pulls Harriet, She compoſes herfelf. 


La. Mood. Ah, my dear child, Harriet! 


: Buſy. Now is ſhe fo pleaſed with finding her again, 
© La. 


the cannot chide her. 


dic 
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La, Wood, Come away. 

Der. 'Tis now but high Mall, Wh the BY en- 
tertaining time of all the evening. 

Har. I would fain ſee that Dorimant, mother, you ſo 
cry out for a monſter, he's in the Mall I hear. 

La. Mood. Come away then; the plague is here, and 
you ſhould dread the infection. 

T. Bel. You may be miſinform'd of the gentleman; 

La. Mood. Oh ro ! I hope you do not know him? he 
is the prince of all the Jevits in s in the town, delights in no- 
thing but in rapes and riots. 

Dor. If you did but hear him fpeak, Madam! 

La. Wood. Oh he bas a tongue, they fay, would 
tempt the angels to a ſecond fall. 


Enter Sir ForLinG with his equipage, fs footmen and 
| a page. 

Sir Fop, Hey, Champaine, Norman, La Roſe, La 
Fleur, La Tour, La Verdue, Dorimant 

La. Mood. Here, here he is among this rout, he names 
him ; come away, Harriet, come away, 

[Exit Lady Woodvil, Harriet, Buſy, and V. Bellair. 

Dor. this fool's coming has ſpoil'd all; ſhe's gone, 
but ſhe has left a pleaſing image of herſelf behind, thax 
wanders in my ſoul It muſt not ſettle there. 

Sir Fop. What reverie is this? ſpeak, man. 

Dor. Sriatch'd from myſelf, how far behind 

Already I behold the, ſhore! / 


Enter MEDLEvy., 


Ned. Dorimant, a diſcovery ! I met with Bellair, 

Dor. You can tell me no news, Sir, I know all. 

Med. How do you like the daughter ? | 

Dor, You never came ſo near truth in 1 
did in her deſcription, 

Med. What think you of the mother ? 

Dor. Whatever I think of der, ſhe thinks very well of 
me, I find. 

Med. Did ſhe know you ? 3 

Dor. She did not, whether ſhe does now or no. — 
not. Here was a e b 

ir 


. 
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Sir Fopling, muſtering up his equipage, and at the lter 
end nam'd me, and frighten'd her aw ay. ? 
Med. Loveit and Belinda are not far off, I ſaw * em 
alight at St James's. F 
Dor. Sir Fopling, hark you, a word or two. (ers ; 
Look you do not want aſſurane. 8 
Sir Fop. I never do on thoſe occaſions. } 
Dor. Walk on; we muſt not be ſeen together; wake] | 
your advantage of what 1 have told you, th" next tur | 
you will meet the lady 
Sir Top. Hey Follow: me al. * 2 
[ Ex. Sir Fopling and his ne 
Dor. Medley, you ſhall ſee * = anon 2 
Loveit and this Fopling. i 
Med. I thought there was ſomething townrd by that” 
whiſper. 1 
Dor. You know a worthy principle of hers ? F a 
Med. Not to be ſo much as civil to a man, who ſpeaks)? 
to her in the -preſence of him ſhe profeſſes to love. 
Dor. I have encourag'd Fopling to talk to her to-night, i 
Med. Now you are here, ſhe will go nigh to beat him. 
Dor. In the humour ſhe's in, her love will make | her c 


Pee n 
. — ©, +. 1 


do ſome very extravagant thing doubtleſs. p 
Med. What was Belinda's bulineſs with you at my 
Lady Townley's? u 


Dr. To get me to meet « Lovele here in order to an 

ecclairciſſement ; I made ſome difficulty of it, and have 9d 

prepar'd this rencounter to make good my jealouſy, o 
Med. Here they come hi 


Euter Lovzir, BELINDA, and PERT. 


Dor. In meet her, and provoke her with a deal off 
dumb civility in paſſing by; then turn ſhort and be be · 
;hind her, when Sir Fopling ſets upon her 

See how unregarded now N 

That piece of beauty paſſes [Ex. Dor. _ Med. 

Bel. How wonderful reſpectfully he how'd ! SI 

Pert. He's always over Ay when he has done # 
miſchief. 

Bel. ' Methoughts indeed at the ſame time he had 
Rraoge deſpiſing countenance. -_ ' | 
Pert, The — look " thinks becomes him, 


Bil 


* 


Bel 
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Bel. I was afraid you would have ſpoke to him, my dear. 
* Mrs Love. 1 would have died firſt ; he ſhall no more 
ſind me the loving fool he has done. 

Bel. You love him ftill ! 

Mr S Love. No. 

Pert. I wiſh you did not. 

Mrs Love. 1 do not, and I will have you think ſo : 
what made you hale me to this odious place, Belinda ? 
Bel. I hate t6 be hulch'd up in a coach; walking is 
much better. 

Mrs Love. Would we could meet Sir Fopling now. 


Bel. Lord! would you not avoid him ? / 
Mrs Love. I would make him all the advances that 
may be. 


Bel. That would confirm Dorimant's ſuſpicion, my dear, 

Mrs Love. He is not jealous, but I will make him ſo, 
and be reveng'd a way he little thinks on. 

Bel. aſide.] If ſhe ſhould make him jealous, that may 
make him fond of her again : I muſt diſſuade her from 
it. Lord! my dear, this will certainly make him hate you. 

Mrs Love. "I'will make him uneaſy, tho' he does not 
care for me; I know the effects of jealouſy on men of his 
proud temper. 

Bel. is a fantaſtic remedy, its ie are dange 
rous and uncertain. 

Mrs Love. 'Tis the ſtrongeſt cordial we can give to 
dying love, it often brings it back when there's no ſign 
of life remaining: but I defign not ſo much the reviving 


his as my revenge. 
Enter Sir Forr ix and W 


Sir Fop. Hey ! bid the coachman ſend home four of 
his horſes, and bring the coach to Whitehall; Þll walk 
over the Park.— Madam, the honour of kiſſing your 
fair hands is a happineſs 1 miſs d this afternoon at my 
Lady Townley's. 

Mrs Love. You were very obliging, Sir Fopling, the 
laſt time I ſaw you there. 

Sir Fop. The preference was due to your wit and beau- 
ty. Madam. Your ſervant: there never was ſo ſweet an 


evening. 
by E 3 eh 


Wy 
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Bel. It has drawn all the rabble of the town hither. 

Sir Fop, Tis pity there's not an order made, that I. 
none but the beau monde ſhould walk here. | 

Mrs Love. *'T would add much to the, beauty of the 
place: ſee what a ſort of naſty fellows are coming. _ 


[Erter four ill faſhien'd fellows fin Fnging, £ 
'Tis not for kiſſes alone, &c. | q 


Mrs Love. Fo | their periwigs are ſcented with tobac- | 
co ſo ſtrong | 
Sir:Fop. It overcomes. our ä — If 
ſmell the coffechouſe they came from. 3 
1 Man. Dorimant's convenient, Madam Loveit. 
| | 2 Man. I like the oylie buttock with her. 
3 Max. What ſpruce prig is that ? 
1 Man. A caravan lately come from Paris. 
2 Man. Peace, they ſmoke. - 
6 There's — elſe to be dane. &. 4 
[ AU! of them coughing. Ex. firging. | 8 


= — — ̃ —— 


Enter ILL and MEDLEy, : 


Dor. They're enjag'd. 

Med. She entertains him as if ſhe lik'd him. <0 

| Dor. Let us goforward—ſcem earneft in diſcourſe, ; 

| and ſhew ourſelves ; then you ſhall ſee how ſhe'll uſe him. | 

Bel. Yonder's ' Dorimive, my dear. ; 
Mr. Love. I ſee him; he comes inſulting ; but I will | 
diſappoint him in his expeRarion. [ Afide 10 Sir Fop.] | 

1 like this pretty nice humour of yours, Sir Fopling: with = 

| what a lothing eye he Jook'd upon thoſe fellows ! IF ſhi 

| Sir Fop. I fat near one of em at a play to-day, and 

| was almoſt poiſon'd * a 2 of cordivant gloves he me 
WEATS ,— —— j 

Mrs Love. Oh, Glthy ee hows hate the ſmell! =. 

| [ Laughs in a loud affetted way. ba 

Re Fep. Did you obſerve, — how their cravat Y 

hung looſe an inch from their neck, and what gs. ro Sh 

air it gave em. * 

Mr. Love. Oh, I took particular notice. of ns that i is 

| always ſprac'd\vp. with a deal of dirty ſky- " "1 

band. Bel. 0 

1 i414 F. 


/ 
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Bel. That's one of the vekng flajolers who haunt 


the Mall o' nights 

Mr Love. Oh, I remember him! h' has a hollow tooth, 
enough to ſpoil the ſweetneſs of an evening. 

Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the ſtreets with 
a dainty pair of boxes, neatly buckl'd on. 

Mrs Love. And a little footboy at his heels porket- 
high, with a flat cap——a dirty face 

Sir Fop. And a ſnotty noſe. 

Mrs Love. Oh—odious ! there's many of my own ſex, 
with that Holborne equipage, trip to Gray's-Inn Walks 
and now and then travel hither on a Sunday. 

Med. She takes no notice of you. 

Dor, Damn her ! I am jealous of a counterplot, 

Mrs Love. Your liveries are the fineſt, Sir Fopling, 
Oh that page ! that page is the prertily'ſt dreſs d. 
They are all Frenchmen. 

Sir Fop. There's one damn d Engliſh blockhead among 
'em, you may know him by his mein. 

ar Love. Oh ! that's he, that's he, what do you call 
him! 

Sir Pop. Hey—I know not what to call 1 

Mrs Love. What's your name? 

Foot. John Trott, Madam. I 

Sir Fop. O inſufferable !. Trott, Trott, Trott! There's 
nothing fo barbarous as the names of our Eogliſh ſer- 
vants. What countryman are you, firrah ? 

Foot. Hampſhire, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Then Hampſhire be your name, Hey, Hamp- 
ſhire | K 8 

Mrr Love. O, that ſound, that ſound becomes the 
mouth of a man of quality ! 

Med. Dorimant, you look a little baſhfal on the matter. 

Dor. She diſſembles better than 1. thought ſhe could 
have done. 

Med. You have tempted her with too luſcious a bait. 
She bites at the coxcomb. 

Dor. She cannot fall from loving me to that! 

Med. You begin to be jealous in earneſt. 

Dor. Of one | do not love 

Med. You did love her. 


E 2 Dor. 
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Dor. The fit has long been over 


1 But I have known)men fall into dangerous re- 
anger be when they have found a woman in to 


anoth 


Dor. He gueſſes the ſecret of my heart. 3 con- 


cern'd, but dare not ſhew it, leſt Belinda ſhould miſtruſt 
all I bave done to gain her. [To fur. | 

Bel. aide.) I have watch'd his look, * find no al- 
teration there. Did he love her, ſome ſigns of jealouſy Þ 
wonld have appear'd. 


: 


4 


Dar. I hope this happy evening, Madam, has recon | 4 


cil'd you to the ſcandalous Mall; we ſhall have you now | 
bankering here again. 

Mrs Love. Sir Fopling, will you walk 
Sir Fop. I am all obedience, Madam 


Mrs Love. Come along then—and let's agree to be 


malicious on all the ill-faſhion'd things we meet. 


Sir Fop. We'll make a critic on the whole Mall, Madam. F 


Mrs Love. Belinda, you ſhall engage 

Bel. To the reſerve of our friends, my dear, 

ve. No, no exceptions 
ir op. We'll ſacrifice all to our diverfion—— 

Mrs Love. All-——iall—— 

Sir Fop. All, k 

Bel. All? Then let it be, 


[Exeunt Sir Fop. Mrs Love. Bel. and Pert lau 2 ö 


Med. Wou'd you had brought ſome more of your 


friends, Dorimant, to have been witneſſes of Sir Fopling's | 


diſgrace and your triumph 


Dor. Twere unreaſonable to deſire you not to laugh 
at me: but pray, do not expoſe me to the town this day ; 


or two, 


Med. By that time you hope to have regain'd your f 


credit. 


A Dor. I know ſhe hates Fopling, and only makes uſe : 


of him, in hope to work me on again : had it not been 

for ſome powerful conſiderations, which will be remov'd 
to-morrow morning, I had made her pluck off this maſk, 
and ſhew the paſſion that lies panting under. | 


Enter 


þ 


4 
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Enter a Foornay, 


| Med. Here comes a man from Bellair, with news of 
your laſt adventure. | 

Dor. I am glad he ſent bim. I Joop to know the con · 
ſequence of our parting. 

Foot. Sir, my maſter deſires you to come to my Lady 
Townley's preſently, and bring Mr Medley with vou. 
My Lady Woodvil and her daughter are there. 

Med. Then all's well, Dorimant——— 

Foot. They have ſent for the fiddles, and mean to 
dance. He bid me tell you, Sir, the old Lady does not 
know you, and would have you own yourſelf to be Mr 
Courtage. They are all prepar d to receive you by that 
name. 

Dor. That foppiſh admirer of quality, who flatters 
the very meat at honourable tables, and never offers love 
io a woman below a lady · grandmother. 

Med. Lon know the character you are to act, I ſee. 

Dor. This is Harriet's contrivance—wild, witty, love- 
ſome, beautiful, and young. Come along, Medley. 

Med. This new woman would well upply the loſs of 
Loveit, 

Dor. That buſineſs muſt not end ſo : before to-mor- 


row's ſun is ſet, I will revenge and clear it. 


And you and Loveit to her coſt ſhall find, 5 
I fathom all the depths of woma kind. LExeunt. 


AC T., W. SCENE I. 
The Scdne opens with the fiddles playing a country-dantee 


Enter Doximaxr, Lady Woopvir, Young BELLA1R, 

and Mrs Harriet, Old BELLAIR and EMIL IA, My. 
Mrz v and Lady Townuley; as ' having juſt end- 
ed the dance. | 


2 


O 3 


O, fo, ſo! a ſmart bout, a very ſmart bout, adod ! 
La. Town, How do you like Emilia's dancing bro- 


thee ? 
E 3 Old Bely 


*o, V-; 
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Old Bel. Not at all, not at all. | 
I. Town. You ſpeak not what you think, I am ſure, þ 
Old Bel. No matter for that; go, bid her dance no 
more: it don't become her, it don't become her; tell | 
her I ſay ſo. Adod, I love her. [ Afrde. 3 
Dor. All peeple mingle now-a-days, Madam; {To © 
La. Wood.] and in public places women of quality have 
the leaſt reſpect ſhew'd em. | 
La. Meod. I proteſt you ſay the truth, Mr Courtage. 
Dor. Forms and ceremonies, the only things that up- 
hold quality and greatneſs, ate now ſhamefully laid aſide |: 
and neglefed. i 
La. Mood. Well, this is not the women's age, let em 
| think what they will; lewdneſs is the buſineſs now, love 
= was the buſineſs in my time. 4 
| Dor, The women indeed are little beholden to the 
| young men of this age; they're generally only dull ad- 
| mirers of themſelves, and make their court to nothing 
but their periwigs and their cravats, and would be more 
concern'd for the diſordering em, though on a good oc- | 
eaſion, than a young maid would be for the tumbling of 
her head or handkerchief, | 
La. Mood. I proteſt you hit 'em. | 
Dor. They are very aſſiduous to ſhew themſelves at 
court well dreſs'd to the women of quality; but theis 
buſineſs is with the ſtale miſtreſſes of the town, who are 
epar'd to receive their lazy addreſſes by induſtrious old | 
— who have caſt em off, and made em eaſy. 
Har. He fits my mother's humour ſo well; a little 
more, and ſhe'll dance a kiſſing dance with him anon. 
Med. Dutifully obſerv'd, Madam. 5 
Dor. They pretend to be great critics in beauty ; bj 
their talk you would think they lik'd no face, and yet 
can dote on an ill. one, if it belong to a landreſs or a 
tailor's daughter: they cry a woman's paſt her prime at 
twenty, decay'd at four-and-twenty, old and unſufferable 
at thirty. | 
La. Mood. Unſufferable at thirty! That they are in 
the wrong, Mr Courtage, at ſive · aud · thirty there are li- 
ving proofs enough to convince em. 


Dor. Ay, Madam, there's Mrs Setlooks, Mrs oy 
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lip, and my Lady Lowd; ſhew me among all our open« 
ing buds, a face that promiſes hs much beauty as the 
remains of theirs. 

La. Wood. The deprav'd appetite of this vicious age 
taſtes nothing but green fruit, and Joaths it when 'die 
kindly ripen'd, 

Dor. Elſe ſo many deſerving women, Madam, would 
not be ſo untimely neglected, 

La. Wood. I proteſt, Mr Courtage, a dozen ſuch good 
men as you would be enough to atone for that wicked 
Dorimant, and all the under-debauchees of the town. 
What's the matter there ? 

[Har. Emil. Y. Bel. La, Town. break out into 
a laughter. 

Med. A 2 miſtake, Madam, that a lady has 
made, occaſions a little laughter. 

Cid Bel. Come, come, you keep em idle; they are 
impatient till the fiddles play again, 

Dor. You are not weary, Madam ? 

La, Weed. One dance more: I cannot refuſe you; 
Mr Courtage, [They dance. 

Emi. You are very active, Sir. 

[ After the dance, Old Bel. ſinging and dancing up to Emi. 
; Cld Bel. Adod, ſitrah, when I was a young fellow I 
could ha” caper'd up to my woman's gorget. 

Dor. You are willing to reſt yourſelf, Madam 

La. Town, We'll walk into my chamber, and fit down, 

Med. Leave us, Mr Courtage! He's a dancer, and 
the young ladies are not weary yet. 

La. Mood. We'll ſend him out again. | 

Har. If you do not quickly, I know where to ſend 
for Mr Dorimant. 

La. Wood. This girl's head, Mr Courtage, is ever 
running on that wild fellow. 

Dor. 'Tis well you have got her a good huſband, Ma- 
dam, that will ſettle it. 

[Exeunt La. Town. Wood. and Dor. 

Old Bel. to Emi.] Adod, ſweetheart, be advis'd, and 
do not throw thyſelf away on a young idle fellow. 

Emi, | have no ſuch intention, Sir. 

Cid Bel. Have a little patience, thou ſhalt have the 
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man I ſpake of. Adod, he loves thee, ny 
good huſband : but no word | 


Emi. But, Sir 
Old Bel. No anſwer—ont a pize! Peace, and think 


on't. 


Enter Doi MANr. 


Dor. Your company is defir'd within, Sir. 

Od Bel. | go, I go, good Mr Coortage——Fare 
you well; go, I'll fee you no more. [Te Emi. 

Fmt. W at have [ done; Sir? 

Old Bel. You are ugly, you are ugly: is ſhe not, Mr 
Courtage ? | 

Emi. Better words, or I ſhan't abide you, 

Old Bel. Out a pize !—adod, what does ſhe ſay ? Hir 
ber a pat for me there. | Exit Old Bel. 

Med. You have charms fof the whole family. 

Dor. You'll ſpoil all with fome unſeaſonable jeſt, Med- 


ed. You fee J confine my tongue, and am content 
ro be a bare ſpectator, much contrary to my nature. 

Emi. Methinks, Mr Dorimant, my Lady Woodvil 
is a litilè fond of you. 

Dor. Would her daughter were ! 

Med. It may be you may find her ſo; try her, you 


have an opportunity. 


Dor. And I will not loſe it: Bellair, here's a lady 


Ras ſomething to ſay to you. 

Y. Bel. | wait upon her. Mr Medley, we have both 
buſineſs with you. 

Dor. Get you all together then. [To erde. ] That 
demure curt'ſy is not amiſs in jeſt; but do not think in 


carneſt it becomes you. 
Har. Affectation 1 18 catching, 1 find ; from your grave 
bow I got it. 


Dor. Where had you all that ſcorn and coldneſs i in 


| your looks ? 


Har. From Nature, Sir; pardon my want of art: I 
have not learnt thoſe ſoftneſfes and languiſhings, which 
now in faces are fo much in faſhion. 

Dor. You need em not; you have a ſweetneſs ef your 
on; if you would but calm your frowns, and let it ſettle. 

Har, 


— — 


n E 


@ * 


1 


Rs. 


thts apr OM, EIS 


Aa v. Sir FOPLING FLUTTER. 


Har. My eyes are wild and wand'ring like 
ſions, and cannot yet be ty'd to rules of charming. 
Dor. Women indeed have commonly a method of ma- 


wy yet: 


naging thoſe meſſengers of love; now they will look as 


if they would kill, and anon they will look as 
were dying : they point and rebait their glanges, 
ter to invite us. 


if they 
the bet- 


Har. I like this variety well enough ; but hate the 


me: a woman, who at plays makes the deux 


ſet face that always looks as it would ſay, Come love 


yeux to 


a whole audience, and at home cannot forbear em to her 


monkey. 


Dor. Put on a gentle ſmile, and let me ſee how well 


it will become you. 


Har, I am ſorry my face does not pleaſe you as it is; 


but I ſhall not be complaiſant and change it. 
Dor. Though you are obſtinate, I know 'tis 


capable 


of improvement, and ſhall do you juſtice, Madam, if I 
chance to be at court, when the critics of the circle paſs 


their judgment; for thither you muſt comm. 


Har. And expect to be taken in pieces, have all my 


features examin'd, every motion cenſur'd, and, on the 


whole, be condemn'd 
the loweſt rate, What think ou? 
Dor. The women, nay,t 95 


but pretty, or a beauty of 


very lovers who belong 


to the .drawing-room, will maliciouſly allow you more 
than that ; they always grant what is apparent, that they 
may the better be believ'd when they name conceal'd 


faults they cannot eaſily be diſprov'd in. 


Har. Beauty runs as great a riſk, expos'd at court, as 
wit does on the ſtage, where the ugly and the fooliſh are 


all free to cenſure. 
Dor. aſide. 

I fear ſhe'as a 

wrongs I have done her ſex, Think of making 

Madam, Love will engage. 


[ love her, and dare not let her know it; 
aſcendant o'er me, and may revenge the 


a party 
iT, — 


Har. You make me ſtart. I did not think to have 


heard of love from you. 


Hor. I never knew what twas to have a ſettled ague 


jet; but now and then have had irregular fits. 


Har. 


5 
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Har. Take heed; fickneſs after long health is com- 
monly more violent and dangerous, 

Dor. I have took the infection from her, and feel the 
diſeaſe now ſpreading in me—— de.] Is the name of 
love ſo frightful, that you dare not ſtaud it? FT her. 

Har, Twill do little execution out of your wourh on 
me, I am ſure, 

Dor. It has been fata 

Har. To ſome eaſy women; but we are not all born 
to one deftiny : I was inform'd you uſe to laugh at love, 
and not make it. 

Dor. The time has been; but now I muſt ſpeak= 

Har. If it be on that idle ſobject, 1 will put on my 
ſerious look, turn my head careleſsly from you, drop my 
lip; let my eyelids fall, and hang half o'er my eyes 
thus; while you buzz 4 ſpeech of an hour long in 
my ear, _ 1 anſwer never a word': why do you not 
begin? 
Dor. That the company” wap take notice ' how * 
ſionately I make advances of love, and tiow diſdainfully 
you reteive em. 

Har. When your love's grown "Oo enough to make 
you bear being leavgh'd at, Pll give you leave to trouble 
me with it. Till when, pray forbear, Sir. 


| Enter Sir Forr ine, and others, in maſs. 


Dor. What's here, maſquerades ? 

Har. I thought that foppe ry had been left oft and 
people might have been in ele with a fiddle. 

Dor. Tis endeavour'd to be kept on foot ſtill by 
fome, who find themſelves the more cbeptibls the leſs 
OY are known. 

Y. Bel. This mult be Sir Fopling. . 

Med. That extraordinary habit few? ie n 

T. Bel. What are the reſt? 8 

Med. A company of French raſcals whom he n 
FF”; in Paris, and has brought over to be his dancing 
equipage on theſe occaſions. Make him own himfelf ; 


fool is very reoubleſome when he preſumes he is ar. | 


nito. 
Sir Fop. Do you know me ? [To Har. 


Har. Ten to one but I puefs at you. 
Sir 


„. 


Ad IV. Sic, FOLLING FLUTTER. 8 


Sir Fop. Are you women as fond of a rizard, as. we 

are? 

Har. I am very fond of a rizard. that covers a face I 
do not like, Sir. 

I. Bel. Here are no maſks you ſee, Sir, but thoſe 
which came with you; this was intended a private meet - 
ing ; but becauſe you look like a gentleman, if you dif 
cover yourſelf, and we know you to be ſuch, you ſhall 
be welcome. 

Sir Fop. Dear Bellair } [Pulling of his maſks 

Med. Sir Fopling ! how came you hither ? 

Sir Fop, Faith, I was coming late from Whitehall, 
after the King's couchfe ; ane of my people told me he 
had heard fiddles at my Lady Townley's, and- 
Dor. You need not ſay any more, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Dorimant, let me kiſs thee. 

Der. Hark you, Sir Fophng * [Whiſpers 

Sir Fop, Enough, enough, Courtage. A pretty kind 
of young woman that, Medley ; I obſerv'd her in the 
Mall, more eveillè than our . women commonly 
are: prithee, what is {hg ?, 

i Med. The moſt noted caguette in town:; beware of 
er. 

Sir Fo. Let her be what ſhe will, ier how to 
take my meaſures: In Paris the mode is, to flatter the 
prude, laugh at the faux. prude, make ſerious love to the 
demi-prude, and only rally with the coquette. Medley, 


| What think you. 


Med. That for all this ſmarteriog of the mathematics, 
you may be out in your judgment at tennis. 
Sir Fop. What a coc ane is this? I talk of women, ; 
and thou anſwer'ſt tennis. | 
| Med. Miſtakes will be, for want of apprehenſion. 


Sir Fop. I am very glad of the acquaintance Lhave with 


this famil 


* 
Med. My Lady croly i is a good woman. 
Sir Fep. Ah, Dorimant, Courtage I would ſay, wou'd 


thou had ſpent the laſt winter in Paris with me. When 


hau wert there, La Corneus and Sallyes were the only 
habitudes we had; a comedian would have been 1 bonne 
en- geist 23 712015511 Þ ortune. 


F * 
et 
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fortune. No ſtranger ever paſs'd his time ſo well as J did 
ſome months before I came over: I was well receiv'd in 
a dozen families, where all the women of quality us'd to 
viſit : I have i intrigues to tell thee, more pleaſant than e- 
ver thou read'ſt in a novel. 

Har. Write em, Sir, and oblige us women; our 
language wants ſuch little ſtories. a 

. Fop. Writing, Madam, is a mechanic part of wit: 
a gentleman ſhould never go beyond a ſong or a biller, 

Har. Buſſie was a gentleman. | 

Sir Fop. Who, d'Ambois ? 

Med. Was there ever ſuch à briſk blockhead ? « | 

Har. Not d'Ambois, Sir, but Rubutin. He who writ Þ 
The loves of France. 

Sir Fop. That may be, Madam ; many gentlemen do 


things that are below em. Damn your authors, Court- Þ 


age; women are the prettieſt things we can fool away our 
time with, | 
Har. | hope you have wearied yourſelf to-night at court, 
Sir, and will not think of fooling with any body here, 
Sir Fop, J cannot complain of my fortune there, Ma- 
dam. Dorimant 
Der. Again 
Sir Fop. Courtage, a pox on't ! L have ſomething to 
tell thee: when J had made my court within, I came out, 
and flung mylelf upon the mat, under the ſtate, i“ th' | 
outward room, i' th' midſt of half a dozen beauties, who 
were withdrawn to jeer among themſelves, as as they called t 
„ 
Dor. Did you know 'em? 
Sir Fop. Not one of em, by heav'ns! not L But 
they were all your friends. | 
Dor. How are you ſure of that ? 
Sir Fop. Why, we laugh'd at all the e ſpar'd no 
body but yourſelf : they found me a man for their pur- 
ole. 
N Dor. I know you are malicious to your power. 
Sir Fop. And faith, I had occaſion to ſhew it, for I 
never ſaw more gaping fools at a ball, or on a birthday, 
Dor. Lou learn'd who the women were ? - «. 


Sir Fop, No matter; they frequent the drawing- —_ 
BS Dor. 


\ 
\ 
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Dor. And entertaia themſelves: pleaſantly at the ex - 
pence of all the fops who come there. 


Sir Fep. That's their buſineſs; faith, I ſifted dem, and 


ſind they have a ſort of wit among them. —4 filthy 
LPinches a tallow — 

Dor. Look, he has been pinching the tallow candle. 
Sir Fop. How can you breathe in a room where there's 
greaſe frying ? Dorimant, thou art intimate with my 


Lady ; adviſe her for her own ſake, and the good com- 


pany that comes hither, to burn wax lighis. 
Har. What are theſe maſquerades who ſtand ſo obſe - 
quiouſly at a diſtance ? 


Sir Fop. A ſet of balladins, whom I pick'd out of the * 


beſt in France, and brought over with a fute-deux or 
two; my ſervants ; they ſhall entertain you. 

Har. I had rather ſee you dance yourſelf, Sir Fopling. 

Sir Fop. And I had rather do it——all the 1 
knows it but, Madam 

Med. Come, come, no excuſes, Sir Fopling. \ 

Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, Medley — 

Med. Like a woman, | find, you muſt be ſtruggl'd with 
before one brings you to what you deſire. 

Har. Can he dance ? LA. ide. 

Emi. And fence and ſing too, if you will believe him. 

Dor. He has no more excellence in his heels than in 
his head. He went to Paris a plain baſhful Engliſh block- 
head, and is return'd a fine undertaking French fop. 

Med. J cannot prevail. , | 

Sir Fop. Do not think it want of complaiſance, Madam. 

Har. You are too well bred to want that, Sir Fopling. 
I believe it want of power. 

Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, and ſo it is, I have fat up ſo 
damn'd late, and drunk ſo curſed hard fince 1 came to 


this lewd town, that l am fit for nothing but low dan- 


cing now, a corant, a bore, or a minutet ; but St Andre 
tells me, if I will but be regular, in one month I ſhall 

Tie again. Pox on this debauchery. 
Emi. | have; heard your dancing much commended. 
Sir Fop. It had the good fortune to pleaſe in Paris, I 
F Was 


e 


| [Endeavours at a caper. 


A 
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Was judg'd to riſe within an inch as high as'the Ga/quZ, in 


an entry I danc'd there. | 

Har. I am mightily taken with this fool. Let us ſit: 
here's a ſeat, Sir Fopling. | 

Sir Fop. At your feet, Madam; I can be no where ſo 

much at eaſe; by your leave, gown. 

Har. and Emi. Ah! you'll ſpoil it. 
Sir Fop. No matter, my clothes are my creatures. I 
make em to make my court to you ladies, hey—[ Dance] 
Qu on commence. To an Engliſh dancer Engliſh motions, 
I was forced to entertain this fellow, one of my ſet miſ- 
carrying—Oh, horrid ! leave your damn'd manner of 
dancing, and put on the French air; have you not a pat- 
tern before you? pretty well! Imitation in time may 
bring him to ſomething. a 


After the dance, enter Old BIT TAIx, Lady Woopvit, 
and Lady TowNLev. 


Old Bel. Hey, adod! what babe ve. here a- mumming? 

La. Mood. Where's my daughter Harriet? 

Dor. Here, e I know not but under 
theſe diſgniſes there may be dangerous ſparks; I gaye the 
young lady warning, 

La. Mood. Lord! J am ſo oblig'd to you, Mr Courtage. 

Har. Lord! how you admire this man! 

La. Weod. What have you to except againſt him? 

Har. He's a fop. . | | 

La. Mood. He's not a Dorimant, a wild extravagant 
fellow of the times. 

Har. He's a man made up of forms and common pla- 
ces, ſuck'd out of the remgzning lees of the laſt age. 

La. Wood. He's ſo good a man, that were you not en- 
giged—— | 1 

La. Town. You'll have hut little night to ſleep in. 

La. Mood. Lord! "tif perfect day 

Dor. The hour is almoſt come, I appointed Belinda; 
and I am not ſo foppiſhly in love here to forget [ A/ide.} 
I'am fleſh and blood yet. 54 | 

La. Town. 1 am very ſenſible, Madam, We 
14. Weed. Lord, Madam! 

Har, Look, in what a ſtruggle is my poor mother 

vonder? 


92 
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Y. Bel. She has much ado to bring out the ple 

Dor. She ſtrains hard for it. 

Har, See, ſee ! her head tottering, her eyes Qaring, 
and her under lip trembling 

Dor. Now, now ſhe's in the very convulſions of her 
civility. | 4fde.] *Sdeath ! I ſhall loſe Belinda: I muſt 
fright her hence } ſhe'll be an hour in this fit of good 
manners elſe. [Te Lady Woodvil.) Do you got know 
Sir Fopliag, Madam ? 

La. Mood. I have feen that face Oh, Heav'n l tis 
the fame we met in the Mall; how came he here? 

Dor. A fiddle in this town is a kind of a fopcall ; no 
ſooner it ſtrikes. up, but the houſe is beſieg'd with an ar- 
my of maſquerades ſtraight. | 

La. Mood. Lord ! I tremble, Mr Courtage; for certain 

orimant ĩs in the company. 

Dor. I cannot contidently ſay he is not, you had beſt 
be gone. I will wait upon you; your daughter is in the 
hands of Mr Bellair, 

La. Mood. 1'll ſee her before me. Harriet, come away- 

T. Bel, Lights Lights! 

La. Town, Light down there. - 

Old Bel. Adod, it needs ot 

Dor. Call m y Lady Woodvil's coach to the door quickly. 

O Bel, 4 Mr Medley, let the young fellows do 
that duty; we will driok à glaſs of wine together. Tis 
good after dancing. What mummin (parks that ? 

Med. He is not to be — in few words. 

Sir Fop. Hey 1 La Tower. PET! 

Med. Whithgr away, Sir Fo opling? 

Sir Fop. I haye bus neſs with Coùrtage—— 

Med. He — the ladies into their coach, and 
come up again. 
| Wd. 50 the wan time n cal for 2 battle. 

LE x. C Bellair. 


Baue, Young bean 


Med. Where's Dorimant ? 
Y. Bel. Stoa home; he has had buſioeſs waiting for 
him there all this night, I believe, by an impatience 1 


Med, Very likely : *tis. but diſſęmbling drunkenneſs, 
WY | F 2 _ railing 


Hey! Mufic! They ſing. 


* 
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railing at his friends, and the kind ſou} will embrace the 
bleſſing, ＋ rget the tedious expectation. 

Sir Fop. it ſpeak with him before I ſleep. 

7. Bel. Emil and J are reſolv'd on that buſineſs. 


Med. Peace, here's your father. 


Enter Old BZT IAIA, and butler, with a bottle of wine, Þ 


Cid Bel. The women are all gone to bed. Fill, Boy; 
Mr Medley, begin a health, 

Med. Lo Emilia. [Whiſpers, 

O. Bel. Out a pize! ſhe's a rogue, and PH not pledge you, 

Med. I know you will. 

Old Bel. Adod, diirk it then, 

Sir Fop. Let us have the new bachique. 

Old Bel. Adod, that's a hard word; what does it Þ 
mean, Sir? 

Med. A catch, or drinking ſong. 

Old Bel. Let us have it then.” + | 

Sir Fab Ful the glaſſes round, and draw upin a body, 


ia pleaſures of love, 25 the joys of good wine, 
To perfect cur happineſs wiſely we Join. 
We ia beauty all day 2 
Give the ſovereign ſway, 3 
And her favourite nymphs devoutly obey, . 
Mt the plays we are con/lantly Ming our court, 
| _ b are ended abe follow the Melt, 
* To the Mall and the Park, © 
Where we love till tis dark, © 
Then ſparkling Champaign * g k 
Puts an end to their reign; , 1 b 
It quickly recovers © - | | 
Poor lauguiſhing lovers, | 
Makes us frolic and gay, and drowns all our n 


Bat, alas! ue relapſe again on the morroab. d 


Let ev'ry man fiand . 
With bis glaſs in his hand, V 
And briſkly diſcharge at the word of command 8 
Here a health to all thoſe 
| Il hom to night we depoſe. , 
Wine and beauty by turns great fouls ſhould inſpire, 


'- Preſent all together, and now boys, give fre 
OY m7 aun 


2 


Fi, 
Ju, 


it? 


hires 


Bel. 


greater. 


Ac IV. 
Old Bel. Adod, a pretty bus'geſs, and 


Sir Fop. Hark you, Medley, let y 
fiddles, and go waken Dorimant. 


For after the fatigue of this night, he'll quickly have his 


belly full, and be glad of an pecaſion to cry, Take a- 


way, Handy. a 
T. Bel. I'll go wich you, and re we'll conſult. about 
affairs, Medley. | * 
Old Bel. looks an hit match.] Adod, tis fix o dock. 11 
Sir Fap. Let's away then. a 


Old Bel. Mr Medley, my ſiſter tells me you s are an 
honeſt man, and adod I love you. 
, chat's the way with old Harry, old Harry. 

Sir Fop. Light your flambeaux. Hey. 49 

d Bel. What does the mail mean ? 

Med. 'Tis day, Sir Fopling. | 

Sir Fop. No matter. Our ſerenade will look the 

[Extunt. 


r 


Dorimant'“, Lodging, a table, a candle, a 


t let | * 
andy Hing up linen. e * 


Enter Doniuaxr in his gown, and BxLIADA. 0 


Der. Why will you be gove ſo ſoon? nn? 

Bel. Why did you ſtay out ſo late? 

Dor. Call a chair, Handy. What makes you tremble ſo? 

Bel, I have a thouſand fears about me: have D a 
been ſeen, think you ? 

Dor. By nobody but myſelf and truſty Handy. T C 

Bel, Where are all your people? 

Dor. I hove diſpers d them on leeveleſs.errants, Whas 
does that ſigh mean ? 

Bel. Can you be ſo unkind to aſ me a 1 
Were it to do again (ol 

Dar. We ſhould do it, ſhould we not? 4 

Bel. I think we ſhould; the wickeder man you to 
wake me love fo well—Will you be diſcreet now ? 

Dor. I will- ll 

. Bel. 1 cannot believe it. 


F 3 
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Ltake the 
Med. We ſhall do him a courteſy, if it be as [ gueſs. 


Few words and hear- 


N 
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Dor. Never doubt it. 

Bel. I will not expect it. 

Dor. You do me wrong. | * 
Biel. You have no more power to keep ihe ſecret, 
an had not to truſt you with it. 

Dor. By all the joys I have had, and thoſe you keep 
in ſtore 

Bel. You'll do for my ſake what you never did before— 

Dor. By that truth thou haſt ſpoken, a wiſe ſnall 

ſooner betray herſelf to her huſband 

Bel. Vet I had rather you ſhould be falſe in 4 than 
in another thing you promis'd me. | 

Dor, What's that? 


Bel. That you would never fee, Loveit more but in Þ 


public places, in the Park, at court and plays, 
Dor, Tis not likely a man ſhould be fond of ſeeing a 
und old play, when there's a new one acted. 
Bel. I dare not truſt your promiſe. 
Dor. You may 
Bel. This does not ſatisfy me, You ſhall ſwear you 
never will ſee her more. 
Dor, I will! a thouſand oaths—By all 5 
Biel. Hold — ou ſhall not, now I think on't better. 
Dor. I will ſwear. 
| Bel. I ſhall grow jealous of the oath, and think I owe 
| your truth to that, not to your love. G 
Dor. Theo, by my love, no other . I'll ſwear, 


Enter Handy, 


Han. Here's a chair. 
| Bel. Let me go. 
| Dor. I cannot. 
| Bel. Too willingly, I fear. | 
Dor. Too unkindly fear'd. When will you promiſe 
me again ? 
Bel. Not this fortnight. 
Dor. You will be better than your word, | 
Bel. I think I ſhall. Will it not make you love me 
leſs? [ Starting. ] Hark! what fiddles are theſe ? 


Dor. Look out, Handy [Exit Handy, and 12 
ane 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


[ Fiddles without. 
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Han. Mr Wann Mr Bellair, wad N Fopling ; - * 
are coming up. 

Dor. How got they i in J ; 

Han. The door was open for the chair. N 

Bel. Lord! let me fly 4 

Dor. Here, here, down the back ds. II ſee you 
ioto your chair, | 

Bel. No, no, ſtay and receive 'em, and be ſure yon 
keep your word, and never fee Loveit more. Let it be 
a proof of your kindneſs. 

Dor, It ſhall— Handy, direct her. Everlaſting love go 
along with thee. [Kiſſing her hand. Ex. Bel. and Han, 


Enter Young BELLAIR, Maly, and Sir Foruine, 


T. Bel. Not a- bed yet! 

Med. You have had an irregular fit, Dorimant, 

Dor. I have. © | 

7. Bel. And is it off already Nn 

Dor. Nature has done her part, Gentlemen: when 
ſhe falls kindly to work, abe cures are effected i in little 
time, you know. 

Sir Fop. We thought there was a wench in the caſe by 
the chair that waited. Pr'ythee, make us a confidance. 
Dor. Excuſe me. 

Sir Fop. Le ſage, Dorieun-."Wiis ſhe ny >” > 
Dor. So pretty ſhe may come to keep 'her coach, and 
pay pariſh duties, if the good humour of the age con- 


tinue. 
Med. And be of the number bf the ladies kept by pu- 
blic ſpirited men, for the good of the whole town. 
Sir Fop. Well ſaid, Medley, 
[Sir Fopling dancing by him 7 
* el.! See, Sir Fopling a . N Pr. 
i e Lou are practiſing, and have a mind to r, 
ee 
Sir Fop. Pr'ythee, Dorimant; why haſt not thou a 
_ hung up here? a room is the dulleſt thing without one. 
J. Bel. Here is company to entertain : 
Sir Fop, But I mean in caſe of being alone, In a glaſs 
a man may entertain himſelf —— 


Dor. The ſhadow of himſelf add. * | 
Rk Sir Fopy 
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Sir Fop. Correct the errors of his motions and his dreſs, 
Med. 1 find, Sir Fopling, in your ſolitude you remem- 
ber the ſaying of the wiſe man, and ſtudy yourſelf, 

Sir Fop. Tis the beſt diverſion in our retirements, 
Dorimant, thou art a pretty fellow, and wear'ſt thy 
clothes well, but I never ſaw thee have a handſome cra- 
vat, Were they made up like mine, they'd give ano» 
ther air to thy face. Pr'ythee let me ſend my man to 
dreſs thee but one day. By heav'ns, an Engliſhman can. 
not tie a ribband. 

Dor. They are ſomething Anf Alete 
Sir Fop. I have brought over the prettieſt fellow that 
ever ſpread a toilet; he ſerved ſome time under Merille, 
the greateſt genie in the world for a valet · de · chambre. 

Dor. What, he who formerly belong'd to the Dube of 
Candale ? 

Sir Fop. The ſame, and got him his immortal reputation. 

„Dor. L'ave a very fine Brandenburgh on, Sir Fopling. 

fi Fap. It ſerves to wrap me up, after the fatigue of 
2 
Med. I ſee you often in it, with your periwig ty'd op, 

Sir Fop. We ſhould not always be in a ſet dreſs, tis 
more en cavalier to appear now and then in 4 diſhabilee, 

Med. Pray how goes your buſineſs with Loyeit ? 

Sir Fop, You might have anſwer'd yourſelf in the Mall 
laſt night. Dorimant! did you not ſee the advances ſhe 


made = I have been endeavouring at a ſong. 

Dor. Already ? 

Sir Fop. Tis my coup d eſſay in _— I would 
fain have thy opinion of it. | * 

Dor. Let [on it. 

r Fop. Hey, page, give me my ſong—Bellair, here, 

thou haſt a pretty voice, ſing it. 

T. Bel. Sing it yourſelf, Si bort. 

Sir Fop, Excuſe me. 

T. Bel. You learat to ſing in Paris. 

Sir Fep, I did, of Lambert the greateſt maſter i in a the 
world ; but I have his own fault, a weak voice, and care 


not to fo out of à ruel, 
Dor, A ruel is a pretty cage for a ſinging fop, indeed. 
| 1 150 Laung 
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Young BELL A1k reads the ſong. 
How charming Phillis is ! how fair ! 
Ah ! that ſhe were as willing, 
To eaſe my wounded heart of care, 
And make her eyes leſs killing. 
I figh! I ſigh! I languiſh now, . 
And love will not let me reſt, 
I drive about the Park, and bow 
Still as I meet my deareſt. 
Sir Fep. Sing it, fing it, man, it goes to a pretty new 


tune, which I am confident was made by Baptiſt, 


Med. Sing it yourſelf; Sir F opling, he does not koow 
the tune. 
/ Sir Fop. I'll venture. Ci Fopliog Ger, 

Dor, Ay marry, now "tis ſomething, | ſhall not flat - 
ter you, Sir Fopling, there is not much Moy! in't, but 
tis paſhonate, and well turn'd. 

Med. After the French way. | 

Sir Fop, That I aim'd at—does it not give you a wee 
ly i image of the thing ! Slap down goes the glaſs, ad. 
thus we are at it. 


Dor. It does indeed; I perceive, Sir Fopling, you'l 


be the-very head of the ſparks who are e lucky in compolt 
tions of this nature. 


— 


Enter Sir Fopling's Voornan. | 


Sir Fop. La Tower, is the bath ready? 

Foot. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Fap. Adieu don, mes cheres. ; [Ex, Sir Fopliag, 
Med. When have you your revenge on Loveit, Dort- 


mant? 


Der. I will but change my tint,” und abet u 5 
Med. The powerful conſiderations which hinder'd have 


been remov'd then. 


Dor. 'Moſt luckily this morning; you muſt along with 
me; my reputation lies at ſtake there. 
Med. I am engaged to Belllir. 4356 


0 Dor. What's your buſineſs:? 


Med. Ma-tri-mony, an't like you. 
Dor. It does not, Sir: 
T. Bel. It may in time, Dorimant: what think Jou of 
* Harriet? | 
Dor. 
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Dor. What does ſhe think of me ? 

J. Bel. 1 am confident ſhe loves you, 

Dor. How does it appear? 

T. Bel. Why, ſhe's never well bat when, ſhe's talking 
of you, but then ſhe finds all the faults in you the can, 
She laughs at all who commend you, but then ſhe ſpeaks 
ill of all who do not. 

Dor. Women of her temper betray themſelves by 
their over cunning. 1 had once a growing love with a 
lady, who would always quarrel with me when I came to 
ſee her, and yet was never quiet if I ſtay'd a day from 

her. 

T. Bel. My father is in love with Emilia. 

Dor. That is a good warrant for your proceedings. 
Go on and proſper, I myſt to Loveit. Medley, I am 
ſorry you can't be a witneſs. 

Med. Make her meet Sir Fopling again in the ſame 
place, and uſe him ill before me. 

Dor. That may be brought about, I think. T'll be at 

your aynt's 2nog, and give you joy, Mr Bellair. 

Y. Bel. You had not beſt think of Mrs Harriet tao 

much, without church ſecurity there's no taking up there, 

Dor. I may fall into the ſnate too. Bu. 

The wife will find a difference in our fate; 
You wed a woman, I a good eſtate. [Exeunt. 


CAME... 


Euler the chair with BRLIx pA, the men ſet it down and 
open it. Belinda farting. 


Bel. farpris'd, ] Lord! where am I? i in the Mall | whj- 
ther have you brought me? 
1 Chairm. You gave us no directions. Madam, 
Bel, The fright I was in made me forget it. Ack. 
re. . Chairm, We uſe to carry a lady from the 2 8 
ither. 
Bel. This is Loveit, I am undone if ſhe ſees me, [4 
fide. Quickly carry me away. y 
1 Chairm. Whither, an't like your honour WES 
Bel, Ask no queſtions. 
Enter Loveit's For ax. | 
Fos. Have you ſeen my Lady, Madam 2+. ../{ 
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Bel. T am juſt come to wait upon her. 

Foot. She will be glad to ſee you, Madam, She fent 
nie to you this morning to deſire your company, and I 
was told you went out by five o'clock, 

Bel. More and more unlucky ! * [Afide. 

Foot. Will you walk in, Madam ? | 

Bel, Il diſcharge my chair and follow. [Ex. Footman. 
Tell your miſtreſs I am here. [Gives the Chairmen money.] 
Take this, and if ever you ſhould be examin'd, be ſure 


| you ſay, you took me up in the Strand over-againſt the 
Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr Dorimant. 


Chairmen. We will, an't like your honour. [ Ex. Chair, 
Bel. Now to come off, I muſt on! 
In confidence and lies ſome hope is left ; 


'Twere hard to be found out in the firſt theft, Exit. 
ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Mrs LovtiTt and PerxT her woman, 


PER 
ELL! in my eyes Sir Fopling is no fuch deſpi- 
cable perſon. 

Mrs Love. You are an excellent judge. | 

Pert, He's as handſome a man as Mr Dorimant, and 
as great a gallant. 

Mrs Love. Intolerable ! Is't not enough I ſubmit to his 
impertinencies, but I muſt be plagu'd with yours too? 

Pert. Indeed, Madam 6 

Mrs Love. Tis falſe, mercenary malice 


Enter her Foor ux. 


Foot. Mrs Belinda, Madam 

Mr: Love. What of her? 

Foot. She's below. oe 

Mrs Love. How came ſhe ? 

Foot. In a chair, ambling Harry brought her. 

Mrs Love. He bring her! his chair ſtands near Dori: 

ant's door, #fid always brings me from thence run 

and aſk him where he took her up; go. There is no truth 
n friendſhip neither. Women as well as men, all are 

lalſe, or all are ſo to me at leaſt. 
Pert. You are jealous of her tqo ? 

# Mr; Love. 


* 
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Mrs Love. You had beſt tell her I am. Tuill become 
the liberty you take of late. This fellow's bringing of 


her, her going out by five o'clock——1I know not what 
to think, 


Enter BEL1NDA, 
Belinda, you are grown an early riſer, I hear, 


Bel. Do you not wonder, my dear, what made me 


abroad ſo ſoon ? 
Mrs Love. You do not uſe to be ſo. 
Bel, The country gentlewomen | told you of, (Lord! 


they have the oddeſt diverſions !) would never let me N 
reſt 'till I promis'd to go with them to the market, this Þ 


morning, to eat fruit and buy noſegays. 
Mrs Love. Are they ſo fond of a filthy noſegay ? 


Bel. They complain of the ſtinks of the town, and . 


are never well but when they have their noſes in one, 
Mrs Love. There are eſſences and ſweet waters. 


Bel. O they cry out upon perfumes, they are vnwhole- | 
ſome ; one of 'em was falling i into a fit with the ſmell of ö 


theſe Narolii. 


M.. Love. Methinks in complaiſance you ſhould have ö 


had a noſegay too. 


Bel Do you think, my dear, I could be ſo loathſome Þ 
to trick myſelf up with carnations and ſtock-gillyflowers ? Þ 
I begg'd their pardon, and told them | never wore any Þ 
thing but orange flowers and tuberoſe. | hat which made] 
me willing to go was a ſtrange deſire I had to eat ſome 


freſh Ne arines 

Mrs Love” nd had you any ? 

Bel. The beſt | ever taſted. 

Mrs | ove \\ hence came you now? 

Bel. From theu Todgings, where I crowded out of 2 

coach, and took a chair to come and ſee you, my dear. 

Mrs Love. Whither did you ſend for that chair ? 

Bel. ' | was going by empty 

Mrs Love: Where do theſe country gentlewomen 
lodge, I pray ? | 

Bel In the Strand, Sena ed the Exchange, 

Pert. That place is never without a neſt of em; they 
ate always as one goes by flearing i in balconies, or ſta- 
ring out of windows, 
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Enter Foo0TMAN, 


Mr. Love. to the Footm.] Come hither, [Whiſpers 

Bel, aſide.] This fellow, by her order, has been que- 
ſtioning the chairmen; I threaten'd 'em with the name 
of Dorimant; if they ſhould have told truth J am lo 
for ever, 

Mrs Love. In the Strand, ſaid you? 

Foutm.. Yes, Madam, over-againſt the Exchange. 

[Exit Footman, 

Mr. Love. She's innocent, and I am much to blame. 

Bel. aſide.] J am ſo frighted iny countenance will be- 
tray me, | 

Mrs Love. Belinda! what makes you look ſo pale? 

Bel. Want of my uſual reft, and jolting up and down 
ſo Jong in an odious hackney. [Footm. returns, 

Footm. Madam! Mr Dorimant! 

Mrs Love, What makes him here ? | 

Bel. aſide.] Then I'm betray'd indeed; h'as broke his 
word, and [I love a man that does not care for me. 

Mr. Love. Lord! you faint, Belinda. 

Bel. I think I ſhall, Such an oppreſſion here on the 
ſudden ! | | 
Pert. She has eaten too much fruit, I warrant you. 

Mrs Love. Not unlikely, + 

Pert. Tis that lies heavy on her ſtomach. 

Mrs 7 ove. Have her into my chamber; give her ſome 
ſurfeit water, and let her lie down a little. 

Pert. Come, Madam; I was a ftrange deyourer of 
fruit when I was ſo young, ſo ravenous —— 

[Exit Belinda, and Pert leading her off. 

Mrs Love. Oh that my love would be but calm a 
while ! that I might receive this man with all the ſcorn 
and indignation he deſerves, 


Enter DorR1MANT, 


Dor. Now for a touch of Sir Fopling to begin with— 
Hey—Page—Give poſitive order that none of my people 
ſtir, Let the canaille wait as they ſhould do —ſince 
noiſe and nonſenſe have ſuch powerful charms, 

J. that I may ſucceſiſul prove, 

Transform myſelf to what you love. 

G | Mrs Love, 
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Mrs Love, If that would do, you need not change 
from what you are; you can be vain and loud enough. 

Der. But not with ſo good a grace as Sir Fopling, 
Hey, Hampſhire=Oh—that found, that ſound becomes 
the mouth of a man of quality, 

Mrs Love. Is there a thing ſo hateful as a ſenſeleſs 
mimic ? | | + 

Dor. He's a great grievance indeed, to all who, like 
yourſelf, Madam, love to play the fool in quiet. 

Mrs Love. A ridiculous animal, who has more of the 
ape than the ape has of the man in him, 

Dor. I have as mean an opinion of a ſheer mimic as 

yourſelf: yet were he all ape, I ſhould prefer him to the 
gay, the giddy, briſk, infipid, noiſy fool you doat on. 
Mrs Love. Thoſe noiſy fools, however you defpiſe 
'em, have good qualities, which weigh more (or ought 
at leaſt) with us women, than all the pernicious wit you 
have to boaſt of. 

Der. That I may hereafter have a juft value for their 
merit, pray do me the favour to name 'em. | 

Mrs Love. You'll deſpiſe 'em as the dull effects of ig- 
norance and vanity, yet I care not if I mention ſome, 
Firſt, they really admire us, while you at beſt but flat - 
ter us well, | | 

Dor. Take heed; fools can diſſemble too 

Mr Love. They may, but not ſo artificially as 'you— 
There is no fear they ſhould deceive us: then they are 
aſſiduous, Sir, they are ever offering us their ſervice, 
and always waiting on our will. 

Dor. You owe that to their exceſſive idleneſs; they 
know not how to entertain themſelves at home, and find 
fo little welcome abroad, they are fain to fly to you who 
countenance 'em, as 'a refuge againſt the ſolitude they 
would be otherwiſe condemn'd to. | 

Mrs Love. Their converſation too diverts us better. 

Dor. Playing with your fan, ſmelling to your gloves, 
commending your hair, and taking notice how 'tis cut, 
and ſhaded after the new way | 

Love. Were it ſillier than you can make it, yon 
yy 'tis pleaſanter to Jaugh at others than to be 
laugh'd at ourſelyes, tho' neyer fo wittily, Then tho' 

they 
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they want“ ſkill to flatter us, they flatter themſelves fo 
well, they fave us the labour; we need not take that 
care and pains to ſatisfy 'em of our Iove, which we fo 
often loſe on you. — 

Dor. They commonly indeed believe too well of them- 
ſelves, and always better of you than you deſerve. 

Mrs Love. You are in the right; they have an implicit 
faith in us, which keeps em from pryiag narrowly into 
our ſecrets, and ſaves us the vexatious trouble of clears 
ing doubts, which your ſubtle and cauſeleſs jealouſies 
every moment raile. | 

Dor. There is an inbred falſehood in women which 
inclines 'em {till to them whom they may moſt eaſily de- 
ceive. 

Mrs Love. The man who loves above his quality, does 
not ſuffer more from the inſolent impertinence of his mi- 
ſtreſs, than the woman who loves above her underſt nd- 
ing, does from the arrogant preſumptions of her friend 

Dor. You miſtake the uſe of fools ; they are deſign'd 
for properties and not for friends. You have an indiffe- 
rent ſtock of reputation left you. Loſe it ail like a frank 
gameſter on the ſquare, twill then be time enough to tuin 
took, and cheat it up again on a good ſubſtantial bubble. 

Mrs Love, The old and the ill-favour'd are only fit for 
properties indeed, but young and handſome foois have 
met with kinder fortunes, 

Dor. They have, to the ſhame of your ſex be it ſpa- 
ken; 'twas this, the thought of this, made me, by a time- 
ly jealoaſy, endeavour to prevent the good fortune you 
are providing for Sir Fopling— But againſt a woman's 
frailty all our care is vain. | 

Mrs Love. Had I not with a dear experience bought 
the knowledge of your falſehood, you might have fool'd 
me yet. This is not the firſt jealouſy you have feign'd 
to make a quarre] with me, and get a week to throw a- 
way on ſome unknown inconſiderable flut, as you have 
been lately Jurking with at plays. 

Dor. Women, when they would break off with a man, 
never want the addreſs to turn the fault on him, 

Mrs Love. You take a pride of late in uſing of me ill, 
that the town may know the power you have over me; 
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which now (as unreaſonable as yourſelf) expects that I 
(do me all the injuries you can) muſt love you till. 

Dor. I am fo far from expecting that you ſhould, [ 
begin to think you never did love me. 

Mrs Love, Would the memory of it were ſo wholly 
worn out in me that I did doubt it too! What made you 
come to diſturb my growing quiet ? 

Dor. To give you joy of your growing infamy. 


Mrs Live. Inſupportable! inſulting devil! this from 
you the only author of my ſhame ! This from another 
had been but juſtice, but from you 'tis a helliſh and in- 


human outrage! What have I done ? | 
Dor. A thing that puts you below my ſcorn, and makes 
my anger as ridiculous as you have made my love. 
Mrs Love. | walk'd laſt night with Sir Fopling. 


Dor. You did, Madam, and you talked and laugh'd Þ* 
Oh that laugh, that laugh be- 


aloud, Ha, ha, ha! 
comes the confidence of a woman of quality. 


Mrs Love. You, who have more pleaſure in the ruin of : 
a woman's reputation, than in the endearments of ber 
love, reproach me not with yourſelf, and I defy you to 


name the man can lay a blemiſh on my fame. 


Dor. To be ſeen publicly ſo tranſported with the vain 
follies of that notorious fop, to, me is an infamy below 3 


the ſin of proſtitution with another man. 


Mrs Love. Rail on; I am ſatisfied in the juſtice of | 


what I did; you had provok'd me to't, 
Dor. What I did was the effect of a paſſion, whoſe 


extravagancies you have been willing to forgive. 


Mr: Love. And what I did was the effect of a paſſion Þ 


you may forgive, if you think fit. 
Dor, Are you ſo indifferent grown? 
Mrs Love. I am. | 


Dor. Nay, then 'tis time to part. I'll ſend you back 
your letters you have ſo often aſked for. I have two or 5 


three of them about me, 
Mrs Love. Give em me, | 
Dor, You ſnatch as if you thought I would not 
And may the perjuries in 'em be mine if e'er 
I ſee you more. 55 
Mrs Love. Stay! [ Offers to go, ſhe catches 8 
| or. 
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Dor. I will not. 

Mrs Love. You ſhall. 

Dor. What have you to ſay ? 

Mrs Love. I cannot ſpeak it yet. 

Dor. Something more in commendation of the fool. 
Death! I want patience ; let me go. 

Mrs Love. I cannot. I can ſooner part with the limbs 
that hold him, Aide. ] I bate that nauſeous fool, you 
know I do. 

Dor, Was it the ſcandal you were fond of then ? 

Mrs Love, Y'had rais'd my anger equal to my love, 
a thing you ne'er could do before; and in revenge I did 
—[ know not what I did. Wou'd you would nat 
think on't any more, 

Dor, Should I be willing to forget it, I ſhould be dai- 
ly minded of it; "twill be a common-place for all the 


town to laugh at me; and Medley, when he's rhetori- 


cally drunk, will ever be declaiming on it io my ears, 
Mrs Love, Till be believ'd a jealous ſpite. Come, 


forget it, 


Dor. Let me conſult my reputation; you are too care- 
leſs of it. 22 You ſhall meet Sir Fopling in the 
Mall again to night. 

Mrs Love. What mean you? | 

Dor. I have thought on't, and you muſt ; 'tis neceſ- 
ſary to juſtify my love to the world. You can handle a 
coxcomb as he deſerves, when you are not out of hu- 


mour, Madam. 


Mrs Love. Public ſatis faction for the wrong I have 
done you? This is ſome new device to make me more 
ridiculous; 

Dor. Hear me, 

Mrs Love. I will not. 

Dor. You will be perſuaded. 

Mrs Love. Never. 

Dor. Are you ſo obſtinate? 

My Love. Are you ſo baſe? 

Dor. Yay will not ſatisfy my love? 

Mrs Love. I would die to ſatisfy that; but I will not, 
to fave you from a thouſand racks, do a ſhameleſs thing 


to pleaſe your vanity. Fr 3 
3 * 
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Dor. Farewell, falſe woman ! 

Mrs Love, Do, go! 

Dor. You will call me back again, 

Mrs Love, Exquilite fiend ! I know you came but to 
torment me. 


Enter BELinDA and PRRr. 


Dor. ſurpris'd.] Belinda here! 

Bel. aſide.] He ſtarts and looks pale! the fight of me 
has touch'd his guilty ſoul, 

Pert. Twas but a qualm, as I faid, a little indigeſtion ; 
the ſurfeit · water did it, Madam, mix'd with a little mi- 


rabilis. 


Dor. T am confounded, and cannot gueſs how ſhe 
came hither ! p 5 

Mrs Love. Tis your fortune, Belinda, ever to be here 
when I am abus'd by this prodigy of ill nature. 

Bel, | am amaz'd to find him here! how has r. the 
face to come near you? 

Der. aſide.] Here is fine work towards! l never was 
at ſuch a loſs before. 

Bel. One who ma 
faith and ingratitud 

Dor. There 1 
tongues now, a 
well as I can, 

Bel. Other men are wicked ; but then they have ſome 
ſenſe of ſhame : he is never well but when he triumphs, 
nay, glories to a woman's face in his villanies. 

Mrs Love. You are in the right, Belinda; but methinks 
your kindneſs for me makes you concern yourſelf too 
much with him. 

Bel. It does indeed, my dear; his barbarous carriage 
to you yeſterday made me hope you ne'er would ſee 
him more, and the very next day to find him here again, 
provckes me ftrangely : but, becauſe I know you love 
him, I have done. 

Dor. You have reproach'd me dandſomely, and I de- 
ſerve it for coming hither ; but 

Pert. You muſt expect it, Sir; all women will hate 
vou for my Lady's ſake. 

Der. Nay, it ſhe begins too, tis time to fly; I * 

C 


s a public profeſſion of breach of 
! I loath the fight of him. 

no remedy; I muſt ſubmit to their 
ſome other time ws myſelf off as 
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be ſcolded to death elſe. Lide to Belinda. ] I am to 
blame in ſome circumſtances, confeſs ; but as to the 
main, I am not ſo guilty as you imagine. I ſhall ſeek a 
more convenient time to clear myſelf. 

Mrs Love. Do it now | what impediments are here? J 

Dor.. I want time, kd you want temper. | 

Mrs Love. Thele are weak pretences ! 

Dor. You were never more miſtaken in your life, And 
ſo farewell. [ Dorimant flings . 

Mrs Love. Call a footman, Pert, quickly; I will have 
him dogg'd. 

Pert. I wiſh you would not, for my quiet and your owns 

[ Exit Pert. 

Mrs Love. I'll find out the infamous cauſe of all our 
quarrels, pluck her maſk off, and expoſe her barefac'd to 
the world, 

Bel. Let me but eſcape this time, I'll never venture 
more, [ Afede, 

Mrs Love. Belinda! you ſhall go with me. 

Bel. 1 have ſuch a heavineſs hangs on me with what 
I did this morning, I would fain go home and ſleep, my 
dear. 

Mr: Love. Death and eternal darkneſs ! I ſhall never 
fleep again. Raging fevers ſeize the world ; and make 
mankind as reſtleſs all as Jam! [ Exit Loveit. 

Bel. I knew him falſe, and help'd to make him ſo: 
was not her ruin enough to fright me from the danger ? 
It thould have been; but love can take no warning. 

[Exit Belinda, 


e ENE: 
Lady Townley's Houſe. 


Enter MEDLEey, Young BELLAin, Lady TowxrEx, 
Emilia, and CHAPLAIN, 


Med. Bear up, Bellair, and do not let us ſee that re- 
pentance in thine, we daily do in marry'd faces. 
La. Town, This wedding will en ſurpriſe my 
brother when he knows it. 
Med. Your nephew ought to conceal it fer a time, 
Madam, ſince marriage has loſt its good name; prudent 
men 
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men feldom expoſe their own reputations, till 'tis conve- 
nient to juſtify their wives”. 

Cid Bel. without.) Where are you all there? out a- 
dod, will no body hear? ; 

La. Toaun. My brother! quickly, Mr Smirk, into this 
cloſet ; you mult not be ſeen yet. [Goes into the cloſet. 7 . 


Enter Old BeLlA1R and Lady Townley's page. 


Old Bel. Deſire Mr Furb to walk into the lower par- 
lour, I will be with him preſently — Where have you been, 
Sir, you could not wait on me to-day ? [Ze X. Bellair. 

T. Bell. About a buſineſs. te 

Old Bel. Are you ſo good at buſineſs ? adod I have 
a buſineſs too you ſhall diſpatch out of hand, Sir: ſend 
for a parſon, fiſter : my Lady Woodvil and her daughter 
are coming. 

La. Town. What need yon huddle up things thus ? 

Old Bel. Out a pize; youth is apt to play the fool, 

and 'tis not good it ſhould be in their power. 

La. Town. You need not fear your ſon, 

Old Bel. H'has been idling this morning: and adod I 
do not like him. How doſt thou do, Sweetheart ? 

| | [7o Emilia, 

Emi. You are very ſevere, Sir; married in ſuch haſte! Þ 

Old Bel. Go to, thou'rt a rogue, and I will talk with Þ 
thee anon, Here's my Lady Woodvil come. | 


Enter Lady W oopvil, Harkitt, and Bus v. 


Welcome, Madam, Mr Furb's below with the writings, 
La. Nod. Let us down, and make an end then. 

Old Bel. Siſter, ſhew the way | To Y. Bellair, who is 
talking to Hariiet,)] Harry, your buſineſs lies not there 
yet; excuſe him till we have done, Lady, and then adod 
he ſhall be for thee. Mr Medley, we muſt trouble you 
to be a witneſs, \ . 

Med. I luckily came for that purpoſe, Sir. 

[Ex Cid Bel. Med. T. Bel. La. Town and La. Wood. 
Buſy. What will you do, Madam? 
Har. Be carried back, and mew'd up in the country 

again; run away here; any thing rather than be marry'd 

to a man I do not care for dear Emilia, do thou ad- 
viſe me. 
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Emi. Mr Bellair is engag'd, you know. 

Har. I do; but know not what the fear of loſing an 
eſtate may fright him to. 1 

Emi. In the deſperate condition you are in, you 
ſhould conſult with ſome judicious man: what think 
you of Mr Dorimant ? 

Har. I do not think of him at all. 

Buß She thinks of nothing elſe, I'm ſure 

Emi, How fond your mother was of Mr Courtage! 

Hur. Becauſe I contriv'd the miſtake to make a little 
mirth, you believe I like the man, 5 

Emi. Mr Bellair believes you love him. 

Har. Men are ſeldom in the right when/they gueſs 
at a woman's mind : wou'd ſhe whom he loves lov'd 
him no better. | | 

Buſy. aſide.] That's e'en well enough on all conſcience, 

Emi, Mr. Dorimant has a great deal of wit. 

Har. And takes a great deal of pains to ſhew it. 

Emi. He's extremely well faſhion'd. 

Har. Affectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and apiſh, 

Buſy. Lou defend him ſtill againſt your mother. 

Har. I would not, were he juſtly rallied; but I can - 
not hear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. 

Emi. Has your woman L. the ſong you were ſo ta · 


ken with? 
Har, I was fond of a 
hearing. 
Emi. Mr Dorimant made it, | 
Buſy. She knows it, Madam, and has made me ſing 
it at leaſt a dozen times this morning. 
Har, Thy tongue is as impertinent as thy fingers. 
Emi. You have provok'd her. | ; 
Buſy. *Tis but fogiag the ſong, and [ ſhall appeaſe her. 
Ei, Pr'ythee do. | 
Har. She has a voice will grate your ears worſe than 
a catcall, and dreſſes ſo ill ſhe's ſcarce fit to trick up a 
yeoman's daughter on a holiday, [Buſy /ings. 


thing; 'tis dull at ſecond 


SONG 
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SONG by Sir C. 8. 


As Amoret with Phillis ſat 
Oue evening on the plain, 

Aud ſaw the charming Strephon wait 
To tell the nymph his pain ; 


The threat'ming danger to remove J 
She whiſper'd in her ear, 7 
Ab, Phillis, if you would not love, 


This ſhepherd do not hear. 

None ever had fo firange an art, 
His paſſion to convey 

Into a liſt ning virgia's heart, 
And ſteal her ſoul away. 

Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 

1 Uccafion _ fate. 

„ vain, ſaid ſhe, in uais I tiv 
, Alas! lis naw too late, Ee : 


Enter Dost r. 


Dor. Muſic ſo ſoftens and diſarms the mind, 

Har. That unt one arrow does rejiflanae find. 

Dor, Let us make uſe of the lucky minute then, 
Aar. aſide, turning ſrom Dorimant.] My love ſprings 
with my blood into my face, I dare not look upon him yet. 

Dor. What have we here? the picture of a celebrated 
beauty, giving audience in public to a declar'd lover 

Har. Play the dying fop, and make the piece com- 
plete, Sir. v 

Dor. What think you if the hint were well improv'd ? 
the whole myſtery of making love pleaſantly defign'd, 
and wrought in a ſuit of hangings ? 
Har. Twere needleſs to execute fools in, effigy, who 
ſuffer daily in their own perſons. 

Dor. afide ts Emi.] Mis Bride, for ſuch I know this 
happy day has made you 

Emi. Defer the formal joy you are to give me, and 
mind your buſineſs with her. DL Alaudl.] Here are 
dreadful preparations, Mr Dorimant, wiitiongs ſealing, 
and a parſon ſent for | 

Dor. To marry this lady ?—— 
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Buy. Condemm'd ſhe is, and what will become of 
her I know not, without you generouſly engage m a reſs 
cue. 

Dor. In this ſad condition, Madam, I can do no leſs 
than offer you my ſervice. | 

Har. The obligation is not great; you are the com- 
mon ſanctuary for all young women who run from their 


relations. 


Dor, I have always my arms open to receive the di- 


ſtreſſed: but I will open my heart and receive you, 
here none yet did ever enter- 
Ja ſecret, might I but let you wine it 


You have ſill'd it with 


Har. Do not ſpeak it, if you would have me believe 
your tongue is fo fam'd for falfehood, *rwill do the 


J. _ an injury. [Turns away her heal, 


Dor, Turn not away then; but look on me and gueſs 
it. | EA 

Har. Did you not tell me there was no credit to bs 
given to faces? that women now-a-days have their paſ- 
ſions as much at will as they have their complexions, and 


put on joy and ſadneſs, ſcorn and kindneſs, with the .me 
J caſe they do their paint and patches !——Are they the 
only counterfeits ? 


Dor. You wrong your own, while you ſuſpect my 
eyes: by all the hopes 1 have in you, the inimitable co- 
Jour in your cheeks is not more free from art, than are 


4 the ſighs I offer. 


Har. In men who have been long harden'd in fin, we 


have reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt ſigns of repentance. * 


Dor. The proſpect of ſuch a heaven will make me per- 


ſevere, and give you marks that are infallible. 


Har. What are thoſe? 

Dor, I will renounce all the joys J have in friendſhip 
and in wine, facrifice to you all the intereſt J have in o- 
ther women 

Har. Hold-——though I wiſh you devout, I would 
not have you turn fanatic——Could you negle& els « 
while and make a journey into the country? 

Dor. To be with you I could live there, and never 
ſend one e thought to London. 

Har. Whate'er you lay, I know all beyond High- 

* park's 
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park's a deſart to you; and that no gallantry can draw 
you farther, _ | | 

Dor. That has been the utmoſt limit of my love——. 
but now aſſion knows no bounds, and there's no 
meaſure to be taken of what I'll do for you from any 
thing I ever did before. 

; Ai When [I hear you talk thus in Hampſhire, I ſhall 
begin to think there may be fome truth enlarg'd upon. 

Dor. Is this all ? Will you not promiſe me? 

Har, I hate to promiſe; what we do then is expec- 
ted from us, and wants much of the welcome it finds 
when it ſurprizes. 

Dor. May I not hope ? | | 

Har. That depends on you, and not on me; and 'tis 
to no purpoſe to forbid it. [Turns to Buſy. 

Buſy. Faith, Madam, now I perceive the gentleman 
Joves you too, e'en let him know your mind, and tor- 
Ment yourſelves no longer. 

Har. Doſt think I have no ſenſe of modeſty ? 

Buſy. Think, if you loſe this you may never have an- 
other opportunity. | 
Har. May he hate me, (a curſe that frightens me 
when I ſpeak it !) if ever 1 do any thing againſt the rulesÞ 
of decency and honour. 10 

Dor. to Emi. ] | am beholden to you for your good 
intentions, Madam. : 

Emi. I thought the concealing our marriage from her 
might have done you better ſervice. 5 

Dor. Try her again ; 
Ei. What have you reſolv'd, Madam; the time 


draws near. 
Har. To be obſtinate, and proteſt againſt this marti- 


age, is 

Enter Lady TownLEy in haſte, 9 
La: Town. 10 Emi. ] Quickly, quickly, let Mr Smirk | 
out of the cloſet. { Smirk comes out of the cloſet ro 


Har. A parſon ! had you laid him in here? 
Dor. I knew nothing of him. 
Har. Should it appear you did, your opinion of my fo 


eaſineſs may coſt you dear, | 
4 4 - La. Town 
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Enter Old BELLAIR, 'Young  BeLLAiE, Menus, and 
Lady 00DVIL, 1 


Ola Bel. Out a pire! the canonical boar i is e a 
Siſter, is the man of God come? | 

La. Town He waits your leiſure 

Ci Bel. By your favour, Sir. Adod, a pretty ſpruce 
fellow + what: may we call him? 

La. Town. Mr Smixk, my Lady Bigot's chaplain, 

Old Bel. & viſe woman! adod ſhe is. The man will 
ſerve for the fleſh, as: Well as the ſpirit, Pleaſe you, Sir, 
to commiſſion a young couple to go to bed together a 
God's name? — Harty! . 

Y. Bel. Here, Sir. | 
O14 Bel. Out a pize, without your miſtreſs in nen. 
- Smirk. Is this the proUeman?” 

Old Bel. Les, Sit. = 

Smirk. Are you not miſtaken, Sir? 

Old Bel. Adod, I think not, Sir. 

Smirk, Sure you are, Sir. 

Old Bel. You look as if you wou'd forbid the banns, 
Mr Smirk. I hope you have no pretenſion to the lady. 

Smirk, With him joy, Sir; I have done him the 11 
office to-day already. 

Old Bel. Out a pize, what do I hear? 

La. Town, Never ſtorm, brother, the truth is out. [ 

Old Bel. How ſay you, Sir, i is this your wedding-day ? 

7. Bel. It is, Sir. 

Old Bel. And adod it ſhall be mine too; give me thy 
hand, Sweetheart. [To Emilia.) What doſt thou mean? 
Give me thy hand, | ſay. [Emi. tnerli, and Y. Bel. 

La. Town. Come, come, give her your dleſſing, this 
ig the woman your ſon lov'd and is marry'd to. 

Old Bel. Ha, cheated » cozen'd ! and by your contri - 
ranoe, lſter 1 

' La. Town, What wine! you do with ber 2 "my $2 
rogue, and you can't abide her. 7 
© Med. Shall I hit ber a pat for you, Sir . 


01d Bel. Adod, Jou are all bone and 1 never will 


forgive ou. 
f H * zan n 
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La. Town. Whither, whither away? / 
Med. Let him go and cool a while. 
La. Wood. to Dor. ] Here's a — broke out now, 
Mr Courtage, I am made a fine fool ofßf. 
Dor. Vou ſee the old gentleman knows nothing of it. 
La. Mood. I find he did not. I ſhall have ſome trick 
ut upon me if I ſtay in this wicked town any longer, 
Harriet, dear child! where art thou? III i neo the coun» 


try ſtraight, | I 
0% Bel. Adod, n 


Enter Mrs Lovzgir and Berinva,' 1 


Mrs Love. Hither my man dogg'd him— 

Bel. Yonder he ſtands, my dear. 
Mr. Love. I ſee him. [ 4/ide.] And with 15 face 
that has undone me! Oh that | were but where I might 
throw out the anguiſh of my heart þ here it muſt rage 
within and break it, 

La. Town. Mrs Loveit, are you afraid to come forward. 

Mrs Love. I was amaz'd to ſee ſo much company here 
in a morning : the occaſion ſure is extraordioary. 

Dor. afde.] Loveit and Belinda! the devil owes me 
a ſhame to-day, and I think never will have done pay- 
in it. 
M Love. Marry'd ! Dear Emilia, how am 1 __ 


ported with the news ! 
Har. to Dor.] I little thought Emilia was the woman 


Mr Bellair was in love with —— I'II chide her for not 
truſting me with the ſecret. 
Dor. How do you like Mrs Loveit ? p* 4 
Har. She's a fam'd miſtreſs of yours, I hear 
Dor. She has been on occaſion. | | 
Cid Bel. Adod, Madam, I cannot help it. 
ob [To Lady 0 
La. Hood. You need make no more apologies, Sir. 
Emi. to Mrs Love.] The old gentleman's excuſing 
himſelf to my wy Woodvil. 
Mrs Love. Ha, ha, ha! I never heard of any thing ſo 
pleaſant. 
Har. She's extremely overjoy'dat ſomething, C7. Dor. 
Dor. At nothing; ſhe is one of thoſe hoyting ladies, 


4 
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who gaily fling themſelves about, and force a laugh, when 
their aking hearts are full of diſcontent and malice. 
Mrs Love. Oh, Heav'n! I was never ſo near killing 
myſelf with laughing Mr Dorimant, are you a 
brideman? 
La. Wood. Mr Dorimant Is this Mr Dorimant, Ma- 
dam: 
Mrs Love. If you doubt it, your daughter can reſolve 
you, I ſuppoſe. 
La. Wood. J am cheated too, baſely cheated ! | 
Old Bel. Out a pize ! what's here, more knavery yet? 
La. Mood. Harriet! on my bleſhng come away, 1 
charge you. { 1 
Har. Dear mother, do but ſtay and hear me. 
La. Weed. I am betray d, and thou art undone, I fear. 


Har. Do not fear it —I have not, nor never will do, 


any thing againſt my duty believe me, dear mother, do. 
Dor. to Mrs Love.] I had truſted you with this ſe- 
cret, but that I knew the violence of your nature would 
ruin my fortune, as now unluckily it has: I thank you, 
Madam. 

Mr. Love. She's an heireſs I know, and very rich. 

Dor. To ſatisfy you, I muſt give up my intereſt whol- 
ly to my love; had you been a reaſonable woman, I might 
have ſecur'd em both, and been happy —— 

, Mrs Love, You might have truſted me with any thing 
of this kind, you know you might. Why did you go un- 


der a wrong name ? 


Dor. The ſtory is too long to tell you now; be ſatis · 
fy'd this is the buſineſs, this is the maſk has kept me 
fr om you. 

Bel. He's tender of my honour, though he s cruel to 
my love. Luut. 

Mrs Love. Was it no idle miſtreſs then? 

Dor. Believe me, a wife, to repair the ruins of my 
eſtate that needs it. 

Mrs Love, The knowledge of this makes my grief hang 
hter on my ſoul; but I ſhall never more be happy. 
2 — 2 * wo 

Bel. Do not think of clearing yourſelf with me, it is 
re all men break their words thus ? 

H 2 | Dor . 


. 
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Dor. The extravagant words they ſpeak in love: *tig 
as unreaſonable to expect we ſhould perform all we pro- 
miſe then, as do all we threaten when we are angry. 
When I ſee you next———— 

Bel. Take no notice of me, and 1 ſhall not bate you. 
Dor. How came you to Mrs Loveit ? 

Bel. By a miſtake the chairman made, for want of my 
giving them directions. 

Dor. Tas a pleaſant one, We muſt meet *. 

Bel. Never. N N 

Dor. Never! | 
- W When we do, may 1 be as lands as you are 
alſe. 

La. Town, Mev of Mr Dorimant's it Aare 
ſuffer in the general opinion of the world. 


Med You can make no judgment of a witty man 


from common fame, conſidering the privaiiing — 
Madam. 

Old Bel. Adod, he's in the right. 

Med. Befides, tis a common error among women to 
believe too well of them they know, and too ill of them 
they don't. 

Old Bel Adod, he obſerves well. 

La. Town, Believe me, Madam, you will find Mr 
Dorimant as civil a gentlemau as you thought Mr 
Courtape, 

Har. If you would but know him better 
» Wood. You have a mind to know him better, 
_— ſhall never ſee him more. 

ear ther, ſtay 

La. We wo'not be conſenting to your ruin. 

Har. Were my fortune in your power—— 

La. Mood. Your perſon is. 

Har. Could I be diſobedient, I might take it out of 
Yours, a and put it into his. 

Ia. Mood. Tis that you would be at; you would 
marry! this Dorimant ? 

Han. I cannot deny it: I would, and never will marry 
any other man. | 

La. Weed, Is this the duty that you promis d > 

Har. But I will never marry him againſt your will— 

La. Weed. 
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La. Mood. She knows the way to melt my heart. LA 
fde.] Upon yourſelf light your undoing. [7e Har. 

Med. ts Old Bel. ] Come, Sir, you have not n 
any longer to refuſe your bleſſin 

Old Bel. Adod, I ha' not. Rise, and God bleſs you 
both, —— Make much of her, Harty, ſhe deſerves thy 
kindneſs —Adod, Grrah, I did got think it had been 
in thee, [T 0 Emil, 


Enter Sir ForLinG and his Pacs, 


8 a damn'd windy day: bey, Page! in 
my periwig right ? 

Page, A little out of order, Sir, 

Sir Fop. Pox o' this apartment, it wants an anticham- 
ber to adjuſt one's ſelf in. Madam, [To Mrs Love.] I 
came from your houſe, and your ſervams directed me 
hither, 

Mr. Love. T will give order hereafter they ſhall direct 
you better. 

Sir Fop, The great ſatis faction I bab! in the Mall laſt 
| night has given me much diſquiet ſince. 

Mrs Love. Tis likely to give me more than I deſire. 

Sir Fop. What the devil makes her ſo reſerv'd? Am 
I guilty of an indiſcretion, Madam ? 

Mrs Love. You will be of a great one, if you conti- 
nue your miſtake, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Something puts you out of humour: 

Mrs Love, The molt fooliſh inconfiderable thing that 
ever did. 

Sir Fop, IA it in my power ? < 

Mrs Love. To hang or drown it : do one of 'em, and 
trouble me no more, 

Sir Fop. So, fere Ierviteur, . 
where's Dorimant ? 

Med. Methinks the lady has not made you thoſe ad» 
vances to-day ſhe did laſt night, Sir Fopling.—_ 

Sir Fop. Prithee, do not talk of her. 

Med. She would be a bonne fortune, 

Sir Fop. Not to me, at preſent. 

Med. How ſo? © 

Sir Fop. An intrigue now would be but a temptation 


to me to throw away that vigour on one, which I mo 
ſha 


| 
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ſhall ſhortly make my court to the whole ſex in a ballad, 

Med Wiſely conſider'd, Sir Fopling. 

Sir Fep. No one woman is worth the loſs of a cut in 
a caper. 

Med. Not when 'tis ſo univerſally deſign'd. 

La. Wood. Mr Dorimant, every one has ſpoke ſo much 
in your behalf, that I can no longer doubt but I was in 
the wrong. 

Mrs Love. There's nothing but falſehood and imper- 
tinence in this world; all men are villains or fools ; take 
example from my misfortunes, | Belinda, if thou won'dit 
be happy, give thyſelf wholly up to goodneſs, 

Har. to Mrs Love.] Mr Dorimant has been your God 
Almighty long enough, tis time to think of another 
© Mrs Love. Jeer'd by her! I will lock myſelt up in wy 
houſe, and never ſee the world again. 

Har. A nunnery is the more faſhionable place for 
ſuch a retreat, and has been the fatal conſequence of ma- 
ny a belle paſſion, 

Mrs Love. Hold, heart, 'till I get home: ſhould I an- 
ſwer, twould make her triumph greater. [I going out. 

Dor. Your hand, Sir Fopling 

Sir Fop. Shall I' wait upon you, Madam? 

Mr. Love. Legion of fools, as many devils take thee ! 

[Exit Mrs Loveit, 

Med. Dorimant, 1 pronounce thy reputation clear 


and henceforward when I would know any thing of wo- 


man, I will conſult no other oracle. 

Sir Fop. Stark mad, by all that's handſome ! Dori- 
mant, thou haſt engag'd me in a pretty buſineſs. 

Dor. I have not leiſure now to talk about it. 

Old Bel. Out a my what does this man of mode do 
here again ? 

La Town, He'll be an excellent entertainment with- 
in, brother, and is luckily come to raiſe the mirth of 
the company INK 

La. Wood. Madam, I take my leave of you. 

La. Town, What do you mean, Madam ? 

La. Mood. To go this afternoon part on my way to 


Marty. 
Old 
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Old Bel. Adod, ou ſhall ſtay and dine firſt : come, 
we will be all good Mende, and you ſhall give Mr Dori- 
mant leave to wait upon you and your daughter in the 
country. 1162 5 

La. Wood. If his occaſions bring him that way, I have 
now ſo good an opinion of him, he ſhall be welcome. 
Har. To a great rambling lone houſe, that looks as it 
were not inhabited, the family's ſo ſmall ; there you'll 
find my mother, an old lame aunt, and myſelf, Sir, 
perch'd up on chairs at a diſtance in a large parlour; ſit- 
ting mopping like three or four melancholy birds in a ſpa- 
cious vollary. Does not this ſtagger your reſolution ? 

Dor. Not at all, Madam: the firſt time I ſaw you, you 
left me with the pangs of love upon me, and this day my 
ſoul has quite given up her liberty, 

Har. This is more diſmal than the country, Emilia; 
pity me who am going to that fad place, Methinks I 
hear the hateful noife of rooks already—Knaw, knaw, 
knaw,——— There's muſic in the worſt cry in Ane ; 
My dill and cucumbers to pickle. - 

vid Bel, Siſter, knowing of this matter, I hope you 
have provided us ſome good cheer. 

La. Town, I have, brother, and the fiddles too 

Old Bel. Let em ſtrike up then; the young lady ſhall 
have a dance before ſhe departs, C Dance.] [ After the 
dance. ] So, now we'll i in, hon make this an arrant * 
ding. day. ; T3 


And if theſe honeſt gentlemen rejoice, 00 the pit 
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By Mr Davpzu. 
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MOST modern wits, ſuch. monſtrous foals have ſheawn, 
They ſeem'd not of Heav'n's making, but their own. 
Theſe * nauſeous harlequins in farce may paſs, 
But there. gaes more to a. ſubſtantial aſy ; 
Something of man muſt be exposr'd to views ,. . 
That, Callas, they may more reſemble , . 
Sir Fopling ig a fool ſo nicely aurit, | 
The ladies wou'd miſtake him for. a rn 
And when he ſings, talks loud, and cocks, won 'd ry, 
ve, mefhinks he's pretty company; ; 
So brick, ſo gay, ſo truvell'd, fo refin'd! 
As he took pains to graff upon his kind., 

True fops belp Nature's work; and go to chal 
To file and finiſh God Almighty's fool. ET 
Yet none Sir F opling him, or him can call; 
He's knight o' th' ſhire, and repreſents ye all, 
From each he meets he cells whate er he can, 
Legion's his name, a people in a man. 
His bulky folly gathers. as it goes, | 
And, rolling o'er you, like a ſnow-ball ne | 
His various modes from various fathers follow 3 
One taught the toſs, and one the neu French, 18 
His fword-knot thus, his cravat thus deſigu d; 
And thus, the. yard-long ſnake, he twirls beblkd.? 
From one the ſacred periwig he gain'd, 
Which wind ne'er blew, nor touch of hat profan'd. 
Anotber's diving bow he did adore, 
Which with a ſhag caſts all the kair before ; 
Til he with full decorum brings it back, 
And riſes with a water ſpaniel ſhake. 
As for his ſongs, ( the ladies dear delight), 
T hoſe ſure he took from moſt of you who write ; 
Yet ev'ry man is ſafe from what he fear'd, 
For ns one fool is hunted from the herd. 


